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CHAPTER I 

FLY-BY-NIGHTS 

FouB figures, muffled in the long coarse cloaks of 
Breton peasants, stood in the edge of the dark wood 
of Roche Corin, gazing at the chateau. 

They had hoped to find it deserted. To their 
chagrin the windows of the first storey — ^the living- 
rooms of the great house — ^glowed with the di3l 
steady radiance of what looked like permanent 
occupation. 

" Monseigneur, there is some one there," growled 
one of the watching figures, in the Breton tongue. 

" Evidently." 

" Wait you here and I will find out." 

" With care, then, Corbin ! We cannot afford to 
lose you," and the three stood gazing silently into 
the darkness which had swallowed him up. 

It was a black March night, the sky full of the 
bitterness of a north-east wind which whistled among 
the still-bare tops of the forest trees and set them 
clashing and sighing. No other sound was to be 
heard. Up above, the fretful complaint of the trees — 
bdow, the pregnant silence of the wood, full of the 
utmost possibUities of mystery and danger, and 
thereby somewhat terrifying. 

One of the waiting figures shivered and drew its 
big doak more tightly roimd it, so tightly that it 
looked almost slim and graceful. 

lifany minutes passed, but none of the watchers 
stirred or spoke. 

Then, as suddenly as he had departed, the seeker 
after news reappeared alongside them. 

*^ Blues, Monseigneur," he panted in a whisper. 

B 
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a THE GUARDED MOUNTS 

" How many ? " 

" Fifty — Bixty . . . part of the battalion of 
Avranches. • . • If Monseigneur says the word we 
will make an end of them." 

" How then ? Make an end of them I They are 
fifty — sixty. We are three." 

Monseigneur is never alone in his own country." 

He piped two soft notes like the cheep of a bird 
disturbed in its sleep, and the darkness about them 
was suddenly alive with men. They seemed to rise 
out of the ground, to evolve out of the tree-trunks. 
It was as though the mysterious shadows of the wood 
had solidified in an instant and become men. Armed 
men too, for each one carried a musket. 

The slim, cloaked figure laid a startled hand on the 
arm of one of the others, and gazed round in amaze- 
ment at this astonishing vivification of the empty 
forest. 

The leader of the little party laughed softly down 
in his throat. 

^* We are one hundred. In an hour we can be a 
thousand. Those over there " — ^with a jerk of the 
head towards the chateau — ^^ would be but a mouthful 
for us — ^if Monseigneur says so." 

** No, Corbin, no ! " said the other insistently. 
** If the cause were at stake it would be another 
matter. But, for this — ^no ! Let us get on ! " 

^^ And you will relinquish that for which you 
came ? " — and there was a touch of disappointment 
in the deep guttural voice. 

" Only for the time. When I return it will be for 
the cause, and I can then do this also." 

" And meanwhile T You have no fear of them 

finding it ? " 

" They will not find it." 

" If they bum the chateau ? " 

*• It will still be there. Let us get on I " 

He turned to the shadows nearest him and said 

?uietly, " My friends, I thank you with all my heart* 
live on in readiness and hope. Our time will come. ^' 
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FLY-BY-NIGHTS 8 

The other piped another tiny cheep and the shadows 
melted into the darkness whence they had sprung. 
Then he turned and led the way silently through the 
forest. 

As they drew near the great open grass-ride which 
gave the front of the chateau its fullest view of the 
bay, their leader stopped them suddenly with a 
restraining arm. 

"Waitl" he murmured, and slipped away, and 
presently, in the opener darkness in front, they heard 
a gasp and a sprawling fall, and then their guide was 
back and they were crossing the great approach. 

Another belt of woodland and they emerged into 
open dunes. They trod soft sand and breathed the 
freer air of the fiats. And the amphtude of their 
surroundings was grateful to them. For the woods, 
familiar as they had been to them all their lives, and 
capable as they might be of evolving hosts of hidden 
friends, had suddenly assiuned something of the hostile 
and sinister, since treacheries and sudden deaths lay 
lurking in their sombre depths as well. 

In front of them lay a vast blackness of impenetrable 
darkness. For all they could see they might have 
been standing on the edge of the world looking out 
into illimitable space. From the far-away depths 
beyond came at intervals the low growl of the sea 
chafing behind distant barriers, at once a menace and 
a hope. 

^' We must wait," said their guide. ^* The sands 
are false. The moon will break through soon." 

Up above, a wild rout of black clouds boiling 
furiously along had become visible by reason of a 
thinning and lightening of the atmosphere behind 
them. Suddenly, through a rent, the moon shot 
down a pale tentative beam. The black waste in 
front glimmered for a moment like a great dim shield, 
and out of it, like a new-bom miracle, sprang the 
wonder and the glory of the Mount. 

" Ah — ^mon Dieu I — our Mount ! — our own St. 
Michel I " gasped the slim^ cloaked figure. 
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4 THE GUARDED MOUNTS 

And marvellously beautiful it looked, in its sudden 
upspringing from the void — and somewhat ghostiy, 
in that thin reluctant light — ^like the vision of a dream 
which a movemenjb or a breath might dissipate. 

Prom base to summit — ^from the massive towers 
and battlements which girdled the rock below, to the 
slender spires and pinnacles and buttresses of the 
church and abbey which crowned it up aloft — every 
part of it seemed straining upwards towards the sky. 
One might almost have imagined it leaping up through 
the darkness of the sands, with long wmte arms 
upreached to heaven in search of the peace which men 
denied, and suddenly arrested in its flight and frozen 
into this thing of perfect beauty. 

Then, as the bnef gleam passed, the vision melted. 
Nothing was left but the blackness of darkness, and 
that seemed greater than before. 

But now the moon was waging gallant fight with the 
scurrying clouds overhead. The rents became more 
frequent, the gleams shot through with growing 
ardour, and ever, responsive to their call, the spectrsu 
Mount sprang up out of the darkness, and stood there 
glimmering wan-white, and wonderful. 

^^ Now ! " said their guide at last, as the moon shook 
free of her vqils and sailed serenely into a wind-blown 
space of clearer sky, and he led them out into the 
mysterious solitude of the flats. 

Here and there a slender bush-topped sapling, set 
deep in the sand, rustled its crown of withered leaves 
like a whispered warning and marked the route 
precariously. Path there was none, and outside the 
mdication of the rustling leaves death lay in wait for 
the unwary. Whenever a cloud crept over the moon 
the leader halted instantly and would not move a step 
till it cleared again. 

The sand was wet and full of pools. In places it 
quivered under them like jelly, and sucked at their 
snrinking feet as though loath to let them go. They 
had known the great bav and its all-devouring 
treacheries of tide and sand all their lives, but none 
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FLY-BY-NIGHTS 5 

but their leader had ever tempted them like this 
before. 

They trusted him imphcitly, however, and trudged 
stolidly after him without a doubt that safety lay 
somewhere out there amid the dteary desolation of 
the flats. 

The wan-white Moimt which had glimmered in 
front of them lay now upon their left, and so they came 
in time to the great rock of Tombelaine, lying all by 
itself in the open, like the carcase of a stranded whale. 

Just as, upon any sandy shore, you will find a pool 
around every tide- washed boulder, so here ; and the 
pool round Tombelaine was in keeping with the size 
of the rock, which in earlier days had been used as a 
fortress by the English besiegers of the Moimt. A 
pool, moreover, kept ever full by the waters of the 
rivers See and Selune, which, entering the bay the 
one from the north-east and the other from the 
south-east, after vague inconsequent rovings through 
the vast sandy plain, at length joined forces near the 
Grouin du Sud, and then rambling off hand in hand 
came on Tombelaine, fed its pool, and wandered on 
again into the still greater desert in front in secux^h 
of the distant sea. The result of their leisurely but 
continuous journeying was a channel, wide and 
shallow indeed, but sufficient to offer inducement 
to the incoming tide, which raced across those fiats 
faster than a man could run, and rushed up the 
shallow channels faster than a swift horse could 
gallop. 

At the edge of the pool, which gloomed black in the 
moonlight, the leader of the little party turned 
abruptly to the slim, cloaked figure, and bent and 
said — 

" Mam'zelle — ^your hands round my neck," and 
took her up in his strong arms and waded slowly into 
the black water. 

The others followed him closely, the water up to 
their waists, and so they clambered up on to the rock 
and sat there waiting. 
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6 THE GUARDED MOUNTS 

Behind them, in the fringing darkness of the distant 
shore, lay the great house which had been their home 
for the larger part of their lives, and which they had 
not dared to enter. 

Behind that lay the long precarious journey from 
Paris, by by-ways and hedges, mostly on foot, with 
their lives in their hands. 

And still further behind lay Paris itself, but no 
longer the Paris they had known. A Paris red with 
blood and bellowing with the raucous cries of the 
still-unsatiated shedders and seekers of blood. A 
Paris that had done to death in new and hideous 
ways those whom they had known and honoured, 
and would have done the same by them if it could 
have laid hands on them. 

And there, out of the glinunering darkness of the 
flats rose the Mount, wan-white and wonderful — 
the Mount which had, by its beauty and stateliness, 
wrought itself into their hearts and minds, and become 
a part of their lives and a symbol of all that was 

Eacious and uplifting. And this too they were 
iving behind, perhaps for ever. 

Out beyond there, in the impenetrable darkness, 
which lay like a shroud on sands and sea, lay their 
future, and that seemed blacker than the night. 

The girl shivered, as the cold north-easter swept 
the flats, and drew her heavy cloak still closer about 
her. 

A sudden wash of incoming water broke against 
the base of the rocks, just a murmurous ripple on the 
darkness of their moat — then it swelled and brimmed 
above its sandy rim and poured across the flats in a 
noiseless deluge and transformed them in the twinkling 
of an eye into a wide tumultuous sea. 

With his broad shoulders hunched against the wind, 
their leader crouched on his heels and peered anxiously 
into the seaward darkness. A sea-gull piped its 
melancholy cry out there. He sprang to his feet and 
answered it in kind, and presently, a blur among the 
shadows drew towards them and resolved itself into 
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FLY-BY-NIGHTS 7 

a boat, rowed cautiously by a couple of burly 
seamen. 

A word of rough greeting and the fugitives stumbled 
in and stowed themselves away in the stem. 

" Adieu, Monseigneur, Mam'zelle, Monsieur I " said 
Corbin, as he pushed the boat off from the rock. 
** Please God we shall see you back again some day I " 

^' Please God, my good Corbin 1 But be cautious ! 
Do nothing till you hear from me. Anything else 
will be futUe and we cannot afford to lose you. All 
our thanks, and God keep you 1 " said Monseigneur 
weightily. 

*^ Adieu, Gaspard, and au revoir I " said Mam'zelle. 

^^ *Dieu, Corbin 1 " said Monsieur from the depths 
of his cloak. The boat swung away into the night. 
Corbin stood looking after it till it was lost in the 
darkness, then sought the shelter of a rock to leeward 
and sat on his heels till the tide should tiim and set 
him free of the flats. 

" Adieu, dear Mount 1 " waved Mam'zelle, as the 
vision of it faded into the night. ^* Shall we ever see 
you again ? *' 

** Never I " said Monsieur from his cloak. 

** All the same, I will hope,'* said Mam'zelle softly 
to herself, and fixed her eyes steadfastly on a tiny 
twinkling light which flickered like a star in the 
darkness ahead. 
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CHAPTER II 

WHY 

It wus the year 1798. 

The Deluge, so lightly predicted by King Louis to 
the Pompadour, had swept his grandson off his throne, 
out of the Tuileries into the Temple, and thence to 
the Place de la Revolution — formerly the Place Louis 
Quinze — ^and the guillotine. 

The masses, five-and-twenty million strong, had 
at length realised their wrongs, had discovered their 
strength, and had rent Society into red shreds and 
tatters. But the mob, having tasted blood, found 
blood but a sorry quencher of the red thirst, and 
ravened continually for more. And the classes, such 
as still retained their heads on their shoulders and the 
power of fleeing, had fled like rabbits over the frontier. 

Some few, inspired by a fidelity to the crown which 
had become a tradition of their houses and a religion, 
had stayed on, in holes and comers outside which 
death prowled day and night, hoping to be of service 
still. But when the King s head fell into the basket, 
to the roll of Santerre*s drums, even these had acknow- 
ledged that all was over. The Queen indeed still 
lay in the Temple, with Madame Royale and the 
Dauphin, but succour was impossible, and hope was 
dead, and so the faithful few turned sorrowfully to 
the tardy saving of their own lives. 

Prominent among these, by reason of his whole- 
hearted devotion, his wealth and standing, and still 
more by his wide knowledge of men and affairs, was 
the Marquis de St. Aubin — generally known as St. 
Aubin d'Aubignd to distinguish him from the St. 

8 
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WHY 9 

Aubins du Cormier and other branches of a wide- 
spread family. 

He was a man of influence, even after the Deluge. 
Of most of his contemporaries one would have had to 
write — " He had been a man of influence." For, 
in most cases, those others, if they had been so fortu- 
nate as to escape across the frontier with their heads 
on their shoulders, had lost all else. And if thev 
remained in France their heads were all that were left 
them, and that only from day to day and precariously 
— ^pure inadvertences on the part of the blood-thirsty 
•ones, which they would attend to without a moment's 
delay as soon as their attention should be called there- 
to. And these precarious heads were of little use as 
thinking machihes, being, at the moment, occupied 
chiefly in maintaining themselves in the positions which 
Nature intended them to occupy. 

St. Aubin d'Aubignd, however, was a man apart. 
His great estates and chateaux lay in Brittany and 
Normandy, where most of his time had been spent, 
and where his twin children, Michel Ren6 and Ken6e 
Michelle, had grown up uncontaminated by contact 
with Paris and the Court. 

He was one of the very few who had perceived and 
comprehended the causes that led to it all. He had 
seen it coming and had striven his hardest to avert it. 

He had warned his fellows in the high places, had 
not hesitated even at the highest places of all. 
f He had perceived with how small an amount of 
tactful common sense and goodwill the final cata- 
strophe might have been not only averted but even 
turned to account, and a new and better future, broad- 
based on the people's will, built up by degrees out of 
the proved inadequacies of the present and the past. 

But all remonstrance had proved vain, every chance 
had been missed, and so the many-headed one, stimg 
to desperation by its multitudinous bodily sufferings, 
had risen rampant and torn the world into fragments 
and Society limb from limb. 

Li the great house of Roche Corin, which stood 
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10 THE GUARDED MOUNTS 

above the Bay of St. Michel and looked out widely 
over its leagues of sand and sea, Michel and Ren^ 
had passed their childhood and much of their lives 
since, with governesses and tutors and only an oc- 
casional visit to one or other of their father's seats — 
to St. Aubin, near the great forest of Rennes — to 
Kemeven, in the Morbihan on the shores of the 
Bay of Biscay — ^to Plouarescoal, in Finisterre, on the 
shores of the Manche; — ^with now and again a still 
rarer visit to the metropolis, whose wonders filled them 
with amazement indeed, but the whirl and tumult of 
whose hurrying crowds set their heads spinning and 
made them always glad to ffet back to the wide and 
gracious solitudes of St. Michel's Bay. 

T^ere, among their own people, they lived full free 
lives, on land and sea, boating, fishing, huntings 
learning. And there, always dominant in their out- 
look, across the level sands or rippling waters, stood 
the Mount whose name they bore, and they had come 
to regard it with a quite peculiar affection and 
veneration. 

How often they had been there in the good times 
when their uncle, the Cardinal, was abb^, and been 
welcomed with gracious courtesy and the best of cheer, 
and allowed to ramble at will through the high-arched 
rooms and echoing passages, and to climb the winding 
stairs from the gloomy low-browed vaults to the 
pillared cloister open to the sky. Till they had come 
to know it like a book, and to love it like a dear old 
friend. 

Michel was of course growing somewhat past it. 
But to Rente the loss of her beloved Mount was an 
added pang to the bitterness of exile. 

It was the first thing she was positively conscious 
of remembering as a child, when her mother was still 
with them. She thought it must have been the very 
first thing she took notice of outside herself and Michel 
and her father and mother. For her mother was of 
the Montmorency-Lavals, as was the Cardinal, and 
she had her own deep reasons for loving the Mount, 
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WHY 11 

and had endued her little daughter with them to the 
full. 

And now, and in this fashion, they were leaving 
it all behind — country, home and the beloved Mount ; 
flying like leaves before the storm. 

But — ^they were also leaving behind that dreadful 
bellowing whirl of Paris, with its crowded prisons still 
ever agape for more, its loaded tumbrils creaking 
perpetually through its seething streets, its ever- 
clickin|( but never-satisfied guillotines, its sudden 
demoniac massacres when the guillotines worked too 
slowly, its perpetual menace, its absolute impossibility 
of life for all who had dared to be bom into the old 
order of things. 

And so — God be thanked for this much of safety I 

And for the rest — Courage and Hope I 
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CHAPTER III 

THE TWIN MOUNT 

The chasse-mar6e had been running down Channel 
half the night and all the day. 

She had stolen away from the outer margin of 
St. Michel's Bay the previous night, had successfully 
skirted the dangerous traps and shoals of the Chausey 
Isles and the Minquiers and the Douvres, and had 
then sped north by west with Jersey and Guernsey 
well away to starboard, with the intention of run- 
ning straight across to England and making the coast 
somewhere between Plymouth and the Isle of Wight. 

Exactly where was a matter of little consequence. 
England in all its length and breadth spelt safety. 
And she had taken that wide circuit outside the Nor- 
man Isles in order to avoid the cruisers that lay 
about La Hague and Cherbourg and sometimes 
ventured out into the Channel. 

But when at last she ran out clear of Guernsey, 
in the dim of the early morning, the north-easter 
caught her abeam and with such malicious vehemence 
that to avoid being swamped she had to turn tail and 
run. And, with a rag of foresail, which sufficed 
to keep her just so much ahead of the roaring green- 
white monsters as made all the difference between 
life and death, she had been running so ever since. 

Both crew and passengers, sodden to the bone in 
spite of their tarpaulins, were in a state of mighty 
discomfort. But discomfort is the lot of those whose 
business in life is on the great waters, and our concern 
is with the passengers. 

The faces of all three, under the tarpaulin hats 
that were lashed tight to their heads and under their 

12 
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THE TWIN MOUNT 18 

chins, were striking in their sombre gravity. And 
it was not simply the whip of the salt that had chiselled 
them to this extremity of pallid anxiety. Delicately 
refined and clear-cut faces all, the visible family like- 
ness between them was accentuated by that grim 
and unnatural restraint into a resemblance only to 
be equalled by the sculptor's chisel or the hand of 
death. 

It was not that they had suffered from sea-sickness. 
They were all excellent sailors. 

It was not that they had been soaked through for 
the last twelve hours and had had nothing to eat but 
damp bread and cold bacon. The personid possession 
of one's own dampable skin was, indeed, something 
to be most profoundly grateful for. For at Meudon, 
just outside Fans, was a tannery where, out of human 
skin, they were making ^' a perfectly good wash- 
leather" for the breeclung of the unbreeched ones 
and other equally unnatural purposes. And the 
power to eat — even though it were only damp bread 
and bacon — ^was proof positive that one's head was 
still upon one's shoulders. 

It was not fear of the rushing deaths they had been 
racing all day. The grisly things from which they 
fled were infinitely more dreadful than the menace 
of the sea at its worst. 

The eyes that peered out through narrowed lids 
on the tumultuous waste of waters in front, with 
now and a^ain a quick side-glance at the foam and 
fury alongside, held in their depths haunting memories 
of thinffs unutterable. 

The nungry waves behind rushed down on them 
like winter wolves. The helmsman's face was hard 
as stone, and his eyes were everywhere, as, minute 
by minute, he lifted the staggering little craft out 
of yawning graves on to the roaring backs of deaths 
which seemed to have no end. But the wolfish waves 
were kindly, even in their menace, compared with 
the horrors they had escaped at the hands of man. 

For the death of the sea is clean and dignified, but 
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the deaths dealt out by the frenzied mob were thingi 
to shudder at even in the remembrance. 

All day long the grey sky had hung close above 
their heads, enclosing them in the narrow circles 
through which they ran for life. 

But at length, in front of them the rim of the circle 
lifted and widened, and finally broke, and through 
the long level crack there shone a gleam of ruddy 
fire. It put a touch of life into the faces of the anxious 
gazers and loosened their tongues. 

" Enfin ! " growled the steersman, conscious of a 
slackening in the wind, and shifted his helm a point 
or two so that the little craft began to wallow over 
the waves at somewhat of a slant, instead of cleaving 
watery hill and valley in a monotonous straight line 
as they had done all day long. 

'^ It is Hope shining out on us," said a clear, fluty 
voice, from the middle one of the three tarpaulin 
hats, as they swung in the shelter of a green hollow 
between two mountainous waves. 

" It is red," said her brother. 

" What land is that over there, Torson ? " asked 
the third, turning to the steersman. 

^' It must be the English Comuailley I think, 
Monseigneur." 

" Can we make it to-nicht ? " 

*^ If the good Ck>d wills. The storm has blown 
itself out." 

" And where would we have got to if we had gone 
straight on, Blaise ? " asked Fluty Voice, alive with 
new hope. 

*^ To pieces on Scilly, most likely, Mam'zelle. If 
not, then right across to America." 

" Ma foi, we should have been hungry before we 
got there." 

" We never would have got there," said Michel. 

'' Eh bien 1 Better dead of hunger on the sea than 
torn into pieces on land." 

'' There is still bread and bacon, Mam'zelle, and 
there should be some cognac left, unless Jean-Marie 
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has drunk it all up/* said the steersman, in good 
spirits at finding he could shift his helm still another 
point or two without undue risk. 

" I have not drunk," growled Jean-Marie, in the 
old Breton tongue, and pulled a great stone bottle 
from under a thwart and pushed it forward. 

" Good I " said the girl. " Give me some cognac, 
Michel. I am cold all through," and the younger 
man alongside her poured cognac into a tin cup and 
handed it to her. 

*^ That warms," she said, as she sipped. *^ But 
as for wet bread and cold bacon I — never again as 
long as I live ! " 

""All the same they are better than ortolans in 
Paris," said Michel. 

*^ Nothing is good if you have no head to eat it 
with. But the madness will pass. It will wear itself 
out like this storm and the liffht will shine through." 

" It is a red light," said Michel grimly once more. 

" It is much less red since I had that cognac. 
Father, take some cognac. You will find it very 
cheeriiiff." 

Her father took the proffered cup, bowed to her 
with the courtesy distinctive of the times, and drank, 
but his face relaxed no whit of its gloomy gravity. 

He had seen the world to which he had been 
accustomed all his life crumble into dust and ashes. 
He had seen the heads of those with whom he had 
been intimate all his life carried about the red streets 
on pikes. He had heard the hideous yells which 
greeted the death of his King. And these are things 
one does not forset. His heart was sick with the 
horror of it all, his mind full of futile anger and 
despair, and so his face was tight-set and gloomy. 

Tiens I We have turned," said Fluty Voice, as 
the steersman uncoiled his cramped Umbs from their 
many hours' crouching, and stood up with the helm 
against his leg, master once more of himself and their 
fortunes. 

He growled a cheery order for mort sail, and the 
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little craft took the waves on her beam and sped off 
on her new course amid clouds of flying spray. 

Now the sun was behind them, and the wind seemed 
stronger to them as they no longer ran before it, 
but turned it to account and so drew in towards the 
land. 

An hour's swift rioting through the drenching 
spray, first on one tack then on the other, to pick 
up their leeway, and the bold headlands that had been 
blue had turned to ruddy brown. Another hour 
and they were running past them, with a wide berth 
and Jean-Marie hanging over the bows on the look- 
out for hidden dangers. 

** It does not look too hospitable, this England," 
said Fluty Voice, as she gazed earnestly at the un- 
known land that was to give them harbourage. 

And then of a sudden she jumped up and grasped 
a stay, and stood with parted lips, while her dark 
eyes ranged to and fro in startled inquiiy. 

*^ Mon Dieu, mon Dieu, mon Dieu 1 What is this ? 
Have we, then, got home again ? That is surely our 
own Mount ! " and the others jumped up also, one 
on each side of her, and stood gazing. 

^^ It is not our Mount, Mam'zelTe," said Torson, 
full of enjoyment at her surprise. '' It is the English 
Moimt that is twin to ours. 

" And what do they call it ? " 

*' The Mount of St. Michael, same as ours, Mam'zelle. 
I have been in here but once before, but it is not as 
fine as our own Mount." 

^' It is a marvel," she said, breathless still with 
the wonder of it. " Wc will live here in sight of it 
and it will feel like home — ^more like home than any 
other place in all the world." 

And so, swaying to the motion of the boat, with a 
hand on the shoulders of her father and her brother, 
and in her face a great expectancy, she came to the 
Mount. And the sight of it, all aglow in the last 
rays of the setting sun, set an answering glow in her 
heart and a misty brightness in her tired eyes. 
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*' Yes," she said at last, with great fervour. " I 
shall love to live here. It is no longer a foreign 
country. The Mount gives us welcome. Can we go 
right up to it, my good Blaise ? I can see a church 
on top. Perhaps there are houses also.** 

" I do not know the waters here, but we will see," 
and he set the nose of the little ship straight for the 
Mount. 
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CHAPTER IV 

THE MEN OF THE MOUNT 

All down the western slope of St. Michael's Mount, 
facing the little village of Penzance, the huge rocks, 
which once maybe pinnacled its summit, lie piled in 
a vast confusion, and among them, near the base, had 
been erected a two-gun battery for purposes of 
defence. 

On the platform of the battery, in the shelter of the 
great overhanging granite slabs, a group of men stood 
watching with interest the arrival of the stranger 
praft. 

Four amonff them claim a special word or two. 

The tall, well-built man, with the clear-cut, weather- 
browned lean face» and brown hair just beginning to 
grizzle at the temples, is Captain John Bastian, late of 
H.M.S. Niobe^ wrecked on the Manacles, whereby 
Captain John is at present on the shelf, though the 
fault was none of his. His deep-set, dark eyes, for 
all their hawk-like gaze at the incoming boat, have 
humorous lines in the comers ; so have the firm Ups, 
which break readily into a grave smile at times. A 
strong man, holding himself well in hand and not given 
to demonstrative feeling — ^the rest you will learn. 

The bareheaded boy of twenty, in the blue jersey, 
with a face like Antinous, and crisp curly brown hair, 
leaning out backwards over the parapet — ^at what 
looks like a most perilous angle, but for the fact that 
his toe is under a gun-carriage — in order to keep an 
eye on the boat, is Dick Basset, w^rd of Captain 
Bastian and late junior lieutenant on the Niobe ; 
between these two exists a mighty friendship. 

The rough old sea-dog in oilskins, standing back of 
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the gun under which Dick's toe is anchored, is John 
Broad, and well he answers to his name. 

The small man alongside him, whose pretematurally 
young sharp face is almost lost in his sou'wester, is his 
particular mate. Bob Ivy. He looks young enough 
to be John Broad's grandson though they were bom 
in the same year. His bodily growth looks as though 
it had been arrested in his thirteenth year and had 
never taken the trouble to start again. But in all 
worldly wisdom and smartness he is old enough to 
be John's grandfather, and his courage and endurance 
are equal to John's own. 

•' What do you make of her, John Broad ? ** asked 
Captain Bastian. 

Frenchman, a* do think," growled Broad. 

" Obviously 1 — ^a chasse-mar6e as any one can see. 
But what's she doing here ? " 

*' She's a-comen in." 

" She's making for Prussia Cove, Uncle Jack," 
cried Dick. 

" Suthen fur John Carter, mebbe," growled John 
Broad, and rolled out from shelter with Ins hands deep 
in his big flapped trouser pockets to get a better look. 
** Or mebbe tis Harrv come over from Morlaix." 

*' Sim to me Harry d come in cutter," said Bob Ivy 
in his shrill boyish pipe. 

** Iss for sure, so a* would. Bob Ivy. Well, then ** 

" She's tacking," from Dick, still further projected 
out^de the battery wall ; and her next slant brought 
her abreast of them as she ran cautiously round the 
Mount in search of harbourage. 

They could make out the three motionless figures 
sitting now with their eyes fixed on the Mount. 

** Passengers," said Bastian. " Refugees, maybe. 
Give them a hail, Dick." 

And Dick funnelled his hands and bellowed like a 
fog-horn, but the wind tore his words into fragments. 
So he signalled them with his arms towards the 
harbour round the comer, and set off down the slope 
at a run, and the chasse-mar6e ran out her slant and 
c 2 
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then turned and came thrashing along towards the 
harbour mouth. The other men followed him, and 
they all stood looking down into the sodden little ship 
as she rounded to and dropped her sails in the quiet 
haven. 

Inquisitive glances from above crossed inquiring 
glances from below and lingered here and there. 

'' A girl ! " jerked Dick Basset, as his eyes met 
Rent's. 

^' Yes," said Bastian, and raised his cap in courteous 
greeting. Dick regretted that he had no cap. 

Then Blaise Torson down below growled an inquiry 
in an uncouth patois which was foreign to these two, 
Comishmen though they were. But John Broad and 
Ivy and the rest made out his meaning, and a jerky 
conversation in the old Cornish and Breton tongues 
ensued. 

" Waents to knaw ef a' can stop yer," said Bob Ivy 
to Bastian and Dick. 

" They can, of course, but maybe they would find 
greater comfort ashore," said Bastian. 

Whereupon more talk in the patois. 

" It*s the young lady. She's set her 'eart on 
stopping 'ere, explained Bob Ivy once more. 

Ask them to come ashore, Bob, and say we'll do 
our best to make them comfortable," and the boat 
drew in to the rough steps below the arch where the 
men stowed their nets and lobster-pots. 

John Bastian went down to meet them, and Bten^ 
sprang up, eager to set foot on solid earth once more. 
Bastian reached out to support her, and she placed 
her cold little white hand in nis strong brown one and 
foimd warmth and welcome in it. 

" Merci I " she said, as she stepped off the heaving 
gunwale to the rough granite steps, and reeled so at 
their unaccustomed steadiness that Bastian had to 
hold the little haild tightly lest she should fall into the 
water. 

" Mon Dieu, but my head spins I " she said hastily 
in French. " I believe I shall be sick." 
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" Dick ! " called Bastian, but Dick was close behind 
him. *'*' Take Mademoiselle up to the house, and tell 
Aunt Becky to give her some hot grog and to make 
plenty more." 

And Dick gripped Mademoiselle's arm and lodged 
it safely inside his own, and piloted her carefully up 
the steps and along the quay wall. 

"You have had a rough voyage, Mademoiselle," 
he ventured in English, for his French was a poor 
accomplishment of which he felt suddenly shy and 
ashamed. 

" Oh, ver' bad," Mademoiselle acknowledged, with 
no shyness at all on that score. 

" How long ? " 

" Since last night. And we are wet through and 
cold ever since," and she shivered at her clamminess 
and the remembrance of it all. 

** We'll soon get you dry and warm. Here we 
are 1 " and he led her into the living-room of the end 
house at the head of the little harbour, and called 
" Aunt Becky 1 " 

Ren^ began to pull at the tight wet strings of her 
sou'wester, and flung it away with a sigh of relief when 
at last she managed to get them undone. And at 
this his first full sight of the sweet oval face, with 
its crown and frame of dark hair all frosted with the 
salt of the fl}dng spume, and the great dark eyes full 
of weariness and gratitude. Master Richard Basset 
experienced sensations such as he had never known in 
all his life before, and his face showed it. 

The little white hands were fumbling now with the 
reluctant buttons of the oilskins, but found them 
impossible. 

Let me do it," jerked Dick, somewhat amazed 
at his own audacity, and experienced more sensations 
as the damp outer coverings and the long coarse Breton 
cloak fell to the ground, and left her standing, a slim 
graceful slip of a girl amid the discarded garments — 
the most supremely beautiful and gracious thing he 
had ever set eyes on. 
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They were still staring at one another — ^and Dick, 
with his short crisp light hair, and well-tanned and 
remarkably well-featured face, and his well-knit figure 
in the loose blue jersey which left his strong white 
neck bare, was good to look upon. If he was vaguely 
comparing her to the most beautiful goddess he had 
ever heard of in the whole heathen mythology and 
rating them low in the scale, she on her side thought 
suddenly of the pictures she had seen of Roman 
patricians and Greek gods. 

They were still staring at one another when Mrs. 
Rodda came bustling in and stood, at sight of them, 
with a startled — 

" Numny Dumny 1 . . . What's all this ? " 

" Some friends from over the water, Aimt Becky, 
and nearly dead with cold and hunger. Hot grog 
for about a dozen as quick as you can get it ! Unde 
Jack'U be up in a minute with the rest. And then dry 
clothes and something to eat." 

" My gakes ! " gasped Aunt Becky. ** But my clo'es 
waen*t nivver fit her." 

" You get the grog ready. Aunt Becky," said Dick, 
and piled cut drift-logs on to the fire, and dragged up 
a great old cushioned chair in front of it. 

" Please sit down and warm yourself," he begged, 
and Ren^ sank into the big chair just as the sound 
of many feet outside told them that the rest were 
coming. 

It was a large room, with three windows giving on 
to the harbour, and a low heavy-beamed roof, and all 
its furnishings were simple and well-worn ; as different 
an apartment from what Ren^e de St. Aubin had all 
her life been accustomed to as could well be imagined. 
But now, with the coloured flames of the roaring drift- 
fire dancing warmly on the rich brown timbers of the 
roof, and on the deep cushioned oak settle which stood 
out from one side of the fire-place, and on oaken 
chests and chairs and tables, all black with age and 
much polishing, she thought she had never seen so 
warm and comfortable a room in her life. 
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She could not quite make these new friends out yet. 
But the tall man who had helped her out of the boat 
had a kind high face, and this boy was not bourgeois 
she was certain, though he had called the stout aston- 
ished old lady " Aimt." And their home — ^well, 
whatever it was it was beyond all things warm and 
comfortable. Warmth and comfort were the two 
things she desired above all else at the moment, and 
this hearty welcome was beyond her highest expec- 
tation. 

" Please come in and make yourselves at home/* 
said Bastian in stumbling French, as he ushered in 
her father and brother, both pallid with the cold. 

" You are very good, sir," said the Marquis, " but 
shall we not be intruding over-much ? If there is an 
inn " 

" Not at all," said Bastian heartily. " We can 
discuss that afterwards, when you have all come to 
life again. Mademoiselle, you see, has set the good 
example. And here comes the grog to warm you up. 
A good brew, I hope. Aunt Becky ? " 

" You taest 'en, Mester John, an* ef a edn*t to your 
liken I'll make summore." 

" Something to eat, then, now, as soon as you can," 
as he filled the glasses and passed them round. '^ Drink 
it up. Mademoiselle, it will warm you more than 
anything else." 

And Mademoiselle took a long pull in all good faith, 
and got it down successfully, and then choked and 
coughed till her eyes were like wet jewels, and the 
tears ran down, and her white cheeks flushed with 
colour. 

" It is strong," she gasped. " But truly it warms." 

" Nothing like a glass of Aunt Becky's grog after a 
long spell on the water," smiled Bastian. " Now," 
to the Marquis and Michel, " if you will get off your 
oilskins and warm yourselves by the fire, I will see to 
the comfort of your men. Dick, you might put our 
wardrobes at the disposal of our friends. And 
Mademoiselle " — ^he pondered for a moment — ** yes, 
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I will borrow some things from Duance Jago/' and he 
nodded cheerily to them and went out. 

'^ How good he is ! " said Ren6e. *^ It was assuredly 
our good St. Michel himself that led us to this other 
Mount of his." 

" We are undoubtedly well fallen," said her father, 
and added in formal English, as he looked at Dick, 
" But I fear we give much trouble." 

'^ Not at all, I assure you. It's a pleasure to be of 
use to you. Would you like to warm yourselves a 
bit or will you come up and change at once ? I can 
find you lots of things." 

Michel, having got out of his oilskins, was bending 
to the fire chafing his sodden hands, which still shook 
with the cold. 

" Since you are so good," said his father, " we will 
change at once, for I fear we never can get warm in 
these things. They are heavy with water." 

" If you will please come up the stairs, then," and 
he picked up a couple of brass candlesticks from a 
comer table, and lit the candles at the fire, and led 
them up to Bastian's room. His own, with a novel 
feeling of enjoyment in the thought, he reserved for 
Mademoiselle. 

They had barely climbed the stair when, with a 
qmck tap on the outer door, a girl of about her own 
size slipped into the room with a bundle under her 
arm and stood gazing at Ren^. She had a merry 
round face and a pair of quick brown eyes, which were 
opened to their widest and all agate with expectation. 

" You the French lady *at wants my clothies ? " 

" Yes, my dear, if you will lend them to me till my 
own things do dry." 

" They're my bestest," with a note of warning. 

" It is good of you. I will be very careful of 
them." 

" You're welcome. Prettiest thing I've seen 
for many a day," with the nod of a connoisseur. 

" Where'U you " and then Dick, hearing their 

voices, came leaping down the stair. 
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'' Ah, Duance ! That's a brave lass. Mademoi- 
selle — ^this way, please," and he showed her into his 
own room with Duance at her heels. " And — 
Duance," he said, as he was backing out, *' you might 
stop and give Aunt Becky a hand." 

Iss sure, I will I " said Duance, and closed the 
door on him. 

Mademoiselle, who had all her life been accustomed 
to a maid, was as glad of her help as Duance was to 
render it, and the child's cheerful prattle made her 
feel at home, and also made for enlightenment. 

" They be two rare good ones, Cap'en Bastian and 
Master Dick." 

" They have been very kind." 

" Rare good ones, an' we d'knaw it 'pon the Mount, 
ah b'lieve you. Sim' me things 'd be rare an' fiat here 
ef a wadn't for they." 

" I can believe that." 

" When they do go i' winter time 'tis like a dead 
Diace*" 

" Where do they go then ? " 

'* Aw, they do have a big house up to Tremoma 
and one to Gwinear Downs. But they be brae fond 
of the sea and never so happy as on it or in it. That's 
their big boat in th' harbour, 'bout so big as one you 
came in. The KiUiwake they do call her." 

" And you live here always ? " 

" All my life and want no better. The Mount for 
me. I couldn't live ashore, a ploshv, clodgy place 
where you gets all splatty wi' muck. 

^^ I also love the Mount, and all my life I have lived 
near one, a Moimt of St. Michel too, the same as 
yours." 

" Do 'ee say now I " 

** Yes, that is why, when I saw your Moimt, I begged 
them to come here." 

** You did well, Miss — ^no place like the Mount. 
My I but you do look brave an' doxy in them fitty 
fligs o' mine. Couldn't look like that if I bust 
myself ! " 
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Aunt Becky was busy spreading the table when they 
went downstairs, and Duance set to to help her, some- 
what overawed when in the room where the gentlemen 
were gathered roimd the fire, but her tongue going 
clickety-clack the moment she was outside. 

It was when they had finished eating and were round 
the fire once more, that M. de St. Aubin said, with 
deep feeling, " Such hospitality goes far to revive 
one's faith in mankind. Complete strangers though 
we are, you have welcomed us as though we were old 
friends." 

" I am sure you would have done as much for us 
in like case," said Bastian, with a smile in his eyes. 

" Let us hope so," but some of them, at all events, 
were quite aware that it was the presence of Mademoi- 
selle that had had no little to do with the warmth of 
that welcome. 

" You have not asked us who we are, or whence we 
come, or why. Indeed, you forbade us to speak 
until " 

" It was enough to us to see your need and supply it. 
But now—anything you desire to tell us " — and he 
bowed to his guests. 

" We waited in Paris in the hope of being of some 
use. But it is ended. The mob rules, and its hand 
is heavy — ^and red. We escaped with our lives to our 
own country, where the people are still faithful for 
the most part. But there was no safety even there. 
The forces of the Republic are harrying it. So we 
sought refuge in the universal sanctuary, and have 
found this unexpected welcome. But the sea was as 
pitiless, almost, as the Paris mob. We were carried 
out of our course. When my daughter set eyes on 
your Mount she insisted on coming to it, because it 
reminded her of home. We are from the neighbour- 
hood of the other Mount of St. Michel — ^from Roche 
Corin. Your Mount makes great appeal to us. Is the 
chateau inhabited ? " 

^^ Only at times. It belongs to the St. Aubyns, 
but " 
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**' Tiens 1 But that is strange 1 " broke in Mademoi- 
selle. " We also are St. Aubins — St. Aubins d'Aubign^ 
in the Bretagne." 

" Yes, that is very curious. It was surely your 
special providence that guided you here." 

" Did I not say so ? " sparkled Ren^e. " It was 
the good St. Michel himself without a doubt. I will 
thai^t him on my knees to-night." 

" For me, I would have thanked him more if he 
had done it a little less roughly," said Michel. " I 
did not think ever to be warm again in this world." 

Dick Basset quietly placed a couple more logs on 
the fire, and Michel laughed and said, '" Oh, I am warm 
now, I assure you — Dieu merci ! " 

" I wonder if there is any connection between our 
houses," said the Marquis musingly. ^^ I do not 
remember " 

** I have heard Sir John speak of the St. Aubins du 
Cormier," said Bastian. " Is that a branch of your 
family ? " 

" Undoubtedly. Cousins ; but we have taken 
opposite sides in most matters and have had but 
little intercourse. You were saying, M. Bastian, 
that Monsieur le — ^tenezl — Sir John lives here but 
occasionally." 

"He has a house at Clowance which he prefers. 
This place is not in the best of repair, you see." 

" It is not habitable ? " 

** Oh, it is habitable — ^in parts. But " 

" I wonder if he would let us live there ? " — and 
Ren^e clasped her hands joyfully at the thought. 

** It would be more like home than any place in the 
world," she said eagerly. 

" Any reasonable rent I would willingly pay," said 
M. de St. Aubin. " You see, I foresaw the troubles 
and made certain provision." 

" If more had foreseen them," said Bastian, ** they 
might surely have been averted." 

" Truly ! A very little common sense and all would 
still be going well in France. But I spoke to deaf 
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ears. They would not listen. They laughed at me 
And now " 

" Now they no longer laugh," said Bastian. 

" Mon Dieu, no ! There are few heads left. The 
sights we have had to endure in Paris, monsieur " 

" Let us try to forget them, at all events while we 
are awake," said Ren6e, with a shiver. *^ It is bad 
enough to dream of them always." 

" Well," said Bastian, to divert her thoughts, '* I 
will learn from the steward to-morrow when Sir John 
is likely to be here again, and when he comes we can 
broach the matter. The payment of rent would not 
appeal to him, I think, but the family connection 
mav." 

Take me with you, father," said Rente eagerly. 
" I'm sure he will not refuse when he knows how my 
heart is set on it." 

And more than one of them thought to himself 
that it would be a strange kind of man who could 
refuse her anything she asked. 

" And now," said Bastian cheerily, " although we 
would like to sit up and talk all night long, it is my 
duty to urge you travellers to bed. I'll be boimd you 
did not sleep much last night." 

" Sleep, ma foi I " said Rente. " No, we did not 
sleep, I assure you. We had other things to think of, 
chiefly as to how much longer we had to live, and, 
besides, there was nowhere to sleep if we had wanted 
to. It was all cold, wet misery. This most beautiful 
fire is like heaven. I do not like to leave it." 

" I fear we disarrange you much, M. Bastian," 
said M. de St. Aubin as he rose. " To-morrow, 
perhaps " 

" Not at all, I assure you. We have more rooms 
here than we need, and I have heard Aunt Becky 
bustling about upstairs for some time past. Permit 
me, Mademoiselle ! " and he lit her candle for her and 
led the way. 

" Where have you placed Mademoiselle, Aunt 
Becky ? " he asked up the stair. 
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'" In Master Dick's room. 'Twas himself said 
it." 

" This way, then, Mademoiselle, if you please," and 
Master Dick, who had been unnaturally quiet all the 
evening, glowed again at thought of the exalted use to 
which his room was to be put. 

He and Bastian slept that night on two narrow 
truckle beds in the small back room, but they had slept 
in closer quarters still and found no fault with them. 
And if neither of them went off the moment their 
heads touched the pillow, as was their custom, that 
may be safely ascribed in part to the hot grog and 
heavy supper, and the rest to Mademoiselle and her 
father and brother. 
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CHAPTER V 

THE MAID AND THE MOUNT 

Early to bed and early to rise was the rule of the 
Mount, for daylight is very much better than lamp- 
light, to say nothing of the difference in price. 

When Dick Basset came to himself next morning, 
a good hour later than usual, he woke also to the 
pleasurable consciousness of something intoxicatingly 
new in life, something larger and filler and richer 
than he had ever known before. 

The thought of it nipped his yawns and stretches. 
He looked round at Bastian's pallet and found it 
already empty, jumped up and into his trousers and 
jersey, picked up a towel, and went down the stair 
a-tiptoe. For was not Mademoiselle sound asleep 
there behind the closed door of his room, and not to 
be disturbed on any account ? And if she could 
sleep till midday would it not assuredly be all the 
better for her ? 

He only hoped she was not dreaming of the red 
mob in Paris, or of the roaring green seas over which 
she had travelled yesterday. 

He swung along the sea-wall towards the battery, 
where his eyes haS first caught sight of that ever-to- 
be-blessed chasse-mar6e which had brought her to 
them. 

It was a soft, luminous morning after the storm, 
with a white haze lying drowsily on the distant shores 
ss though too lazy to respond to the invitation of 
the thin, bright sun to get up and go. Among the 
rocks below him the crisp water babbled melodious 
welcomes. The breath of the new day was like a kiss. 

His plunging place was just beyond the battery 
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where the great tumbled slabs lie flat and the descent 
into the depths is sheer and safe, and as he bent to 
the slope, Mademoiselle, carrying Duance Jago's 
" fittiest fligs " with an air and a grace which would 
have made the fortune of their maker if she could 
have claimed the credit of it, came sauntering through 
one of the dark little archways between the fallen 
boulders and stopped at sight of him. 

When he toppea the rise and threw up his head he 
saw her stanaing there, like a lovely picture in a 
massive dark frame, and something inside him kicked 
and jumped as it never had done before. For a 
moment bis big chest felt too small for him and gave 
her the first word. 

** Bon jour. Monsieur Deck 1 " she cried, with a 
friendly wave of the hand. ** I could not rest till I 
had seen it all. I have been all round and up to the 
big door. It ^ '* not at all equal to our own dear Mount, 
but since we cannot live there I would sooner live 
here than any place in the world.*' 

" Then I'm very glad you came *' — ^and his gladness 
was not wholly on her account, though he was unde- 
niably glad that the Mount, such as it was, found 
favour m her sight. 

** Do you think Monsieur de — I mean, Sir John — 
will be land and permit us the ch&teau ? " 

** I don't see how he could refuse you if you ask 
him. I know I would if I were he." 

" You would refuse me ? Why, then T " 

** No, no 1 I mean I'd give it to you and think it 
honoured by your living there." 

" Ah — ^how I ¥rish you were he 1 " 

^* Hm I All the same I don't know that Fd quite 
care for that. I'd sooner be myself after all. He's 
about fifty." 

" Well, when he comes we will see. I shall go on 
my knees to him if necessary." 

** Oh, he won't need that. He's quite a nice little 
gentleman. Everybody likes him." 

** In that case we shall live here," she said with 
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conviction. " But you were going to bathe and I 
stop you." 

Oh, it doesn't matter, I assure you." 

" Oh, but it does. I would bathe myself, but not 
this morning, I think. We had so very much water 
yesterday. To-day I want sunshine all day and 
nothing else." 

** I hope you slept well ? " 

" Ma loi, yes ! I slept like a dog. It was the — 
the gr-r-r-rog, I think. Mon Dieu, but it was strong f 
It was strong as the — ^as the diable," she said sweetly. 
" Now to your bathe I You are good swinuner ? " 

" I have swum round the Mount more than once." 

^^ Mon Dieu, you must be almost as strong as the 
gr-r-r-rog 1 " she said, ¥rith a smile. " It is good to be 
strong. Tell me — ^what is that little town over there ? 
I would know where I am going to live." 

" That is Penzance." 

** Penz-ance ! That is nearly French ! Pensons — 
Let us think 1 It is a good name. It makes me feel 
at home. And the others ? " 

" Newlyn and Mouzzle." 

*^ Mon Dieu, what names I And the larger town 
over there ? " 

" That is Marazion." 

" Mara-zyon I Mouzzle I But they are terrible I 
I Hke Pensons best. Now, you will please bathe. 
Do you swim right round every morning ? " 

" Not every morning. But I will tlus morning if 
you'll wait here." 

" I will wait," she said, and found a level slab in 
the sun, and gathered up Duance's skirt carefully lest 
it should suffer damage, and sat down and clasped her 
slim white hands about her knees. 

Dick dived in among the dark archways, all aglow 
at the prospect of displaying his prowess before such 
a spectator, and a minute later she saw his brown head 
ploughing through the water, and the strong white 
arms flashing rhythmically in and out on the long 
side stroke as he swept past her. 
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He waved a brown hand and she waved back, and 
sat watching till he rounded the harbour-wall, and 
John Bastian, strolling out from the front of the 
houses, saw her sitting there and came striding along 
towards her. 

** You rise early, Mademoiselle. It is not because 
you could not sleep, I hope ? *' he said, with his very 
pleasant smile, as ne came up the slope. 

^' I slept marvellously. But the Mount called me. 
I have been inspecting our new home." 

" And found it to your liking ? " 

" It is the nicest place in the world after our own 
beautiful Mount." 

** I'm glad you like it. I have been seeing the 
steward about it, but he is a cautious man. He can 
say nothing till Sir John comes over." 

" How soon ? " 

" One never knows. He is a law unto himself." 

" It will be all right," she said with conviction. 
** He will not refuse us, I am sure, especially when he 
knows how my heart is set on it." 

^^ I don't think he will refuse you. He is a generous 
man and much liked. Are you not ready for some 
coffee ? I smelt it as I passed the kitchen just now." 

" Oh, but I am waiting for Monsieur Deck." 

" For Dick ? " with a hft of the brows. " Why, 
where is he ? " 

^' He is swimming round the Mount for me. He 
will be back soon." 

At which Bastian laughed out. It was so very Uke 
Dick. 

" It'll take him a good half-hour," he said. " It's 
quite a mile round." 

"" So long ? Still, I must wait since I promised. I 
have been learning the geoffraphy. That is Mouzzle. 
That is Newlyn. That is rensons, and that is Mara- 
zyon. Is it not ? " 

** Quite right. You are a quick scholar," 

'" I wished to know the places where I am going to 
live, you see. Do you think we shall ever get back 
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to France, monsieiir ? " and she looked up at him 
anxiously, like a child consulting a schoolmaster. 

" It is too soon to say. He would be a rash man 
who would prophesy concerning France. They have 
lost their heads over there." 

" Mon Dieu, yes. And those most who have them 
still on their shoulders." 

" When the madness has worked itself out — there is 
no knowing. We had a like upsetting, you know, 
about one hundred and fifty years ago, and our King 
too lost his head. But in a few years his son was on 
the throne again." 

" And did he do any better than his father ? " 

" Not a bit — worse if anything." 

" Wty can they not learn like other people ? " 

" Perhaps because they don't get other people's 
chances. One learns best in a hard school. Their 
ways are made too soft for them." 

Mon Dieu ! — ^too soft ! " and he knew she was 
thinking of the King's head tumbling into the basket 
on the Place de la Revolution, and of the Queen and 
her children in the Temple. 

" Now it is too lafe. They should have learned 
before," he said. 

" They are hard to teach. I know my father did 
his best, but it was all no use. There were too many 
against him." 

" I know. There always are. It is just the same 
here, but, fortunately, here in England we have lived 
somewhat closer to our people " 

" You could not live closer to them than we have 
always done in Breti^e " 

^* And Bretagne has not gone the way of the rest. 
You prove my point. Then also your Bretons are 
more like us in their stolidity and phlegm. They 
don't run to madness like the rest. It is a question 
of temperament and we draw from the same old 
stock. Your boatmen are chattering away to our 
fishermen in Breton and ours answer in Cornish, and 
they all understand one another.'* 
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It makes one feel at home — almost, that 



" I hope you will feel absolutely quite at home here 
until the good time comes for you to go to your own 
home again. We will do our best." 

" Ah, if it could be ! " she sighed. " You are all 
most good, and I am glad the storm — ^and our good 
St. Michel — brought us here." 

It was two minutes over the half-hour before Dick 
came leaping through the archway among the slabs, 
and found them still talking together. 

^th his face and neck all aglow, and his tumbled 
hair with a crisp curl in it which no amoimt of water 
could take out, and a sparkle of achievement in his 
blue eyes, he was good to look upon. 

" You have been quite all round ? " asked Mcule- 
moiselle judicially. 

^' Quite all rotmd, but I took longer than usual, I 
think. There was a bit of a run on over the Cause- 
way. You gave me the slip, Uncle Jack." 

" I knew Penrose was going off early and I wanted 
to catch him. Now — ^to breakfast ! Mademoiselle, 
I know, is thirsting for her coffee." 

Duance Jago came tripping along in search of them 
as they came round the comer. 

" Cawfy's ready this haff-hour, an* Mrs. Rodda's 
gorming like an auld ePphant," she announced 
reprovingly, and her sharp eyes roved appreciatively 
over the dainty picture presented by Mademoiselle in 
her borrowed clothes. 

^^ I am taking the greatest care of them, I assure 
you, my little Duance. And I will not wear them a 
moment longer than is necessary. I have lift them 
high where it was wet, and when I sat I did gather 
them up so," said Mademoiselle. 

" You*rc welcome. Miss. I*m not worriting 'bout 
'em. Never knew they was so eyeable before." 

As they turned the comer of the house they saw 
M. de St. Xubin and Michel talking with their boatmen 
in front of the inn, with a stolid group of broad- 
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beamed, hands-deep-in-tiousers-pockets Mount's men 
looking interestedly on. 

With a final word to his men the Marquis came 
forward to meet them. 

" Good-day to you all/' he said, with a punctilious 
bow to each. " You are early on foot, my child. 
Could you not sleep, then ? " 

" But yes. I slept marvellously. But I was 
devoured by so great a desire to see our new 
home " began Mademoiselle in a spate of French. 

" Speak English, my child," requested her father, 
with a reproving brow at her so far forgetting what 
was due to their hosts. 

" Ah — ^pardon ! One's own tongue comes so much 
easier, and truly it is enough to excite one to think 
that we are not to be separated from our good St. 
Michel after all." 

" How, then ? Is it arranged ? " he asked, looking 
quickly from one to the other of them. 

'^ Mademoiselle has settled it all to her own satis- 
faction, I believe," said Bastian, with a smile. ^^ But 
Sir John is still to hear from." 

^^ But yes, it is all settled," said ^Mademoiselle with 
energy, and dissipated any possible opposition with 
flickering white hands. ^^ Monsieur Deck and I have 
settled it, and Sir John is good and will not refuse me, 
and if necessary I will go on my knees to him " 

"Ah— ha I That I be there to seel" laughed 
Michel. " It will be beautiful sight. I will join you, 
my child. We will both go on our knees. Tableau 
historique — Children of a Noble of France begging 
permission to live on the Mount of St. Michel from 
the owner thereof. Ver' good ! " 

" I don't think you will need to go on your knees 
to Sir John," said Bastian. " He will probably meet 
your wishes, unless, of course, it should interfere with 
his own plans. Now — to table, or we shall have Aunt 
Becky in a fit." 

" Is she, then, your aunt. Aunt Becky T " asked 
Ren6e of Dick Basset as they sat down. 
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" Oh no," he laughed. " It*B just the custom 
here to call old people Uncle or Aunt by way of 
endearment. It is not a matter of relationship at 
all." 

'^ You see ! " said the Marquis, with a pregnant 
nod. ^^ If there had been more Uncles and Aunts 
throughout France, we should not be sitting here 
to-day" — ^which, thought Dick, would have been. a 
mighty pity from several points of view. 

" When we return home," continued the Marquis 
didactically, ^* we must see to it that we cultivate 
these closer relationships even more than we have 
done. They make for peace and strength without a 
doubt." 

" When I " — said Michel. " One might even say 
Vif.'" 

"Not at all," said Rende with her usual vigour. 
" There is no * if.' Of course we shall return some day. 
They have had their jacquerie here in England also 
and their King lost his head. Yet here they are 
to-day. And it was not long either before the King's 
son was back again." 

" Tiens 1 You have been studying history, my 
child," said Michel. 

" And geography, ma foi I — Pensons, Mouzzle, 
Mara-zyon," and she pointed emphatically in the 
various directions in which these places were supposed 
to lie. 

" What a head ! " said Michel. " It is good to have 
at least one clever head on the family shoulders." 

" I always like to know all I can about the place in 
which I am going to live." 

" The business is all settled without doubt. Made- 
moiselle has spoken." 

" Can you tell us at all when Sir John is likely 
to come, Monsieur Bastian ? " asked the Marquis 
thoughtfully. 

" To-day — ^to-morrow — ^next week — one can never 
say." 

" We must not impose ourselves on your kindness. 
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Perhaps we could arrange for rooms at the inn," and 
Dick looked anxious. 

" Suppose we leave it for a day or two," said 
Bastian genially. ^' If you can put up with such 
accommodation as we are able to offer you " 

" It is quite charming," broke in Mademoiselle. 
^* You have made us feel at home, M. Bastian, as we 
could not have believed possible." 

*' Mademoiselle has spoken," said Michel con- 
clusively. 

" Why has France fought with England ? " mused 
M. de St. Aubin. " I have not met such goodness of 
heart even in my own country." 

" I think I will become an Englishwoman," said 
Mademoiselle exuberantly. 

" Ah — ^ha I Until we return to France — ^if ever I " 
said Michel. '^ I too will become English — ^but not 
to bathe in the sea every morning." 

'" That is what helps to make Englishmen," said 
Mademoiselle, with a sapient nod, and Dick Basset's 
impressionable heart beat expansively. 

Our boatmen want to get back to their homes," 
said M. de St. Aubin to Bastian. " They would start 
this morning." 

" It is natiu*al. And they will find a fair wind 
outside." 

" They are asking if they could take back any 
goods. They are all keen traders along our coast, 
you know," with a doubtful glance at his host. 

" I had better know nothing about that," said 
Bastian, with a smile. ^^ But if they should happen 
to make the acquaintance of the King of Prussia — 
why, one never knows, they might possibly find it to 
their advantage." 

" The King of Prussia ? " 

" John Carter of Prussia Cove, just behind the 
Point there " — ^with a jerk of the head. " He is a 
mighty trader with Roscoff and Morlaix." 

" Suppose we go across with them and introduce 
them to Uncle John," suggested Dick hopefully. 
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" But " — ^to Mademoiselle — " you said you'd had 
enough of the sea " 

^*' Oh — for a little sail like that, it is nothing. Are 
there any shops at this Prussia ? " 

" We could walk back to Marazion. There are 
shops there." 

" Then yes, we will go, for I need to buy things. I 
am — ^how do you say ? — destitute. You will bring 
much money, my father, and we will go shopping. Is 
it not ? " 

When Mademoiselle said it, it evidently was ; and 
presently the chasse-mar^e was wafting slowly round 
the Mount again while Mademoiselle surveyed it with 
a proprietorial eye. 

^^ Mon Dieu ! but I feel as if I had known it all my 
life," she said. " And yesterday I did not know that 
it existed. And if it had not been for our good St. 
Michel and our good Blaise Torson I might not know 
even yet " — at which Master Torson, understanding 
so much, grinned amiably. " But it is not equal to 
our own Mont, all the same, is it then, my Blaise 7 " 

*^ Mon Dieu, non. Mademoiselle ! " said Blaise, and 
spat into the sea to express his feelings. " It is but 
a poor copy, but it is the nearest to our own that they 
have." 

They ran round Cudden Point, and Dick, taking the 
helm, carried them in among the sharp black fangs 
to a tiny harbour cut out of the rock, and there 
they landed on a rough granite quay. Li the door- 
way of the little whitewashed kiddlywink on the 
cliff up above, a burly man stood watching them 
keenly, but with a perfectly tranquil face. All about 
them in the sides of the cliff yawned the black mouths 
of caves. On a levelled platform stood a menacing 
little battery of brass carronades. At all of which 
very business-like sights the eyes of the strangers 
opened wide with appreciative understanding. 

" What you doing in that French chassy-maree, 
Cap'en Bastian ? " asked the burly one, with a jovial 
smile, as they topped the cliff. 
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'^ Bringing some friends to see you, Uncle John. 
They came in to the Momit last night. The men want 
to get back to France at once and thought they'd like 
a word with you first." 

" Trade's mostly th' other way," said Uncle John, 
with an understanding nod, and then turned and 
spoke in Cornish to Torson, who answered him in 
Breton. 

^^ You know them ? " he asked presently, turning 
to Bastian again. 

'^ M. de St. Aubin will answer for them. He stays 
on at the Mount." 

" I will answer for them, monsieur. They are my 
own people from my own country." 

Whereupon more voluble talk between those chiefly 
concerned, and then, matters being satisfactorily 
arranged. Uncle John Carter turned again to the 
others and asked, with a twinkle in his keen eyes, 
" And what can I do for yourselves, Cap'en Bastian ? 
Tobacco, tea, cognac ? Silks or laces for the lady ? " 
— at which Mc^emoiselle pricked up her pretty 
ears. 

^^ Ma foi ! — silks and laces 7 Those are just what I 
want. Where do you keep them, M. Carter ? " 

" Come along to the house. Maybe I can find 
some scraps of things lying about somewhere," and 
as they went on along the cliff to his own house at the 
head of Prussia Cove, Bastian asked him — 

" And Nicholas Rodda ? Where is he these days ? 
Aunt Becky asked me to inquire after her man." 

" Uncle Nick is in Roscoff with Harry. They may 
be over any day. I'll send Nick over to see his missis 
soon as ever he comes." 

Mr, Carter's innocent house proved a veritable 
Pandora's box, producing, at due intervals, silks, 
satins, laces and fine French cloths, such as made 
Mademoiselle's bright eyes sparkle with delight, and 
the gentlemen accepted her assurances that the prices 
were marvellously low — almost beyond belief, in fact. 

Uncle John would have had them all stop and eat 
\ 
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with him» but Bastian had other ideas ; and having 
settled aH their affairs and bidden adieu to Blaise 
Torson and his fellows, who were to sail next day with 
a cargo of drugs for Roscotf, they tramped away over 
the headland past Acton Castle into Peranuthnoe, 
and so by the hill-paths to Maraadon. 
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PENBERTHY BROS. AND CO. 

Before reaching the town they came upon a low, 
old-fashioned, creeper-covered house nestling in the 
hill-side, and here Bastian turned in. 

" Our friends here would never forgive us if we 
passed without calling," he said. 

And as he spoke the door flew wide, and a short 
and extremely jovial-looking little gentleman came 
hastening along the path to greet them. 

His round r^-brown face and twinkling eyes were 
all ablaze with welcome and surprise as he extended 
a hand each to Bastian and Dick and shook theirs 
heartily. 

" Y' don't come often enough by half," he jerked 
with tremendous energy. " But now you come in 
quantity — and quality " — with a low bow to Made- 
moiselle — " worth waiting for. Introduce me quick, 
Cap'en John, before I die of curiosity, for I'll swear 
I've met the lady's dress before but never met the 
lady." 

" Mademoiselle de St. Aubin d'Aubign6 ; Monsieur 
the Marquis de St. Aubin d'Aubign^; Monsieur de 
St. Aubin d' Aubign6 ;— Dr. Dan Penberthy ! " 

The gentlemen bowed with most punctilious 
politeness, and Mademoiselle performed a curtsey 
bow which filled Dr. Dan's heart with rapture. 

" My dear," he burst out, " permit a middle-aged 
young gentleman to say that he has seen nothing so 
beautiful as that for the last seventy-five years. And 
now, tell me, why do I know your dress ? I am sure 
I have seen it before. I have the seeing 'eye." 

42 
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" It is Duance Jago's, monsieur. She lent it to me 
till my own should be diy." 

" Ah — ha, I knew it. I saw it going to church last 
Simday. So you got wet, eh ? " 

" Wet ? Mon Dieu, monsieur ! Our very bones 
were soaked. We had been eighteen hours in the 
storm." 

" Eighteen hours in the storm 1 Then you 
came ? " 

" Last night just when it was growing dark." 

^' Come right in and have some hot grog. Good 
Lord 1 Eighteen hours in the storm I " and he 
bustled them inside and called lustily, ^' Aunt Rachel I 
Aimt Rachel 1 Quick ! Hot grog — ^hot and strong I 
Here's a young lady been eighteen hours in the storm 
and soaked to the bone." 

'^ But, monsieiu* 1 " pleaded Rende, red in the face 
between confusion and amusement, ^' I drank hot 
gr-r-rog last night until I choked, and I am all right 
to-day." 

^' Quite sure ? No achings in the soaked bones ? 
No creepy crawlings in the inner marrow ? No ? 
Then you'll stop and have dinner with us. We dine 
at midday because the Reverend can't sleep if he 
dines late." 

It was a long low-ceilinged room into which he 
ushered them, with three open windows giving on to 
the verandah where the climbing roses were already 
making headway up the pillars. Out beyond, the 
Mount lay basking in the sunshine on the ruffled 
blue waters of the bay, 

" How is the Vicar ? — ^now that one has a chance to 
ask ? " said Bastian, with a smile. 

" How is he ? He's just as well as any man has a 
right to be who won't attend to his doctor's advice." 

" What you awanting, Dr. Dan ? " asked a stout 
comely woman standing in the doorway, with her 
hands on her hips and her eyes roving amazedly over 
the company. " How do 'ee, Cap'en Bastian an* 
Master Dick? How's Rebekah ? " 
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" She's first-rate. Aunt Rachel — concerned about 
her man as usual. But we've just been getting news 
of him for her from John Carter." 

" Ah, I don't hold wi' John Carter and his ways. 
Nick Rodda'U be gitt'n himself killed or took one of 
these days, and then Rebekah'U be sorry she didn' 
take advice." 

'^ It'll take more than your ad\ace and Aunt 
Becky's to make any impression on Uncle Nick, Aunt 
Rachel," chirped Dr. Dan. " Now see about dinner, 
that's a good soul. Our friends will join us, so see 
there's enough to go round." 

" Numny Dumny I Now, ed'n that like a man ? " 
she appealed to the company in general. ^^ Denner 
for two and seven to ate it I Well, you'll have to wait 
a bit, that's all," and she turned an expressive back 
on them and hurried away to her kitchen. 

" Don't let us upset your domestic arrangfements, 
Dr.- Dan," began Bastian. ^* We'd no idea of 
stopping " 

"' Tut, tut ! Domestic fiddlesticks ! Do Aunt 
Rachel a world of good. Gets too much of her own 
way, does that woman. Bullies our lives out all the 
time. Pleasure to put one's foot down occasionallv. 
If I'd known you were going to John Carter's Id 
have asked you to tell him to bring us some stuff 
down. I suppose he'll be taking some to the Mount 
for you, and he could have made one journey of it.'* 

" And where is the Vicar ? " asked Bastian, with 
a non-committal nod. 

" Ah now I I can tell you where he set out for — 
he and Uncle Isaac and the new mare in his new gig. 
They were going to Helston — ^just to show off, you 

understand. But where they are now ? " He 

wagged his head doubtfully. " A gig in this country 
is just pride and vainglory, and that mare has a will 
of her own. Must be related to Aunt Rachel Rodda, 
I do think. Chances are there'll only be six to dinner 
after all. Isn't that a sight worth looking at, my 
dear ? " to Mademoiselle, who was gazing out at the 
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Bhining Mount with the wonderful purple-streaked 
blue water all round it. 

" It is very beautiful. And it is very dear to me. 
It is so very like home. All my life I have lived in 
sight of the Mount — our own Mount of St. Michel 
in Normandy. It is very like this one, only very much 
more beautiful." 

*^ A wonderful place from all accounts, and a fine 
place to grow up with." 

" I am going to ask Sir John to allow us to live 
on his Mount. Do you think he will permit it, 
M. le Docteur ? " 

" Permit it ? Why of course he will. He's not 
living there himself, and any place is better with 
some one Uving in it than lying empty. If he says 
you nay, my dear, just you refer him to me. Tell him 
I'U poison him, first chance I get. Besides — ^yoiur 
name — did I get it right ? — St. Aubin ? That, I take 
it, is the same as his — St. Aub}m. You are, perhaps, 
connected ? " 

"' Cousins," said Mademoiselle decisively. ^^ Though 
we had never heard of him till yesterday." 

" Cousins I Well, that settles it. Even if he could 
refuse yourself he could not possibly be so uncousinly 
as to say no to the relationship. He'll do what you 
want, you'll see." 

" I am glad, for I have set my heart on it." 

" You expect to have to stay some time, then, 
monsieur 7 " said Dr. Dan to the Marquis. 

*^ I fear so, sir. Until the madness runs its course, 
over there." 

" They have let blood enough," said Dr. Dan, with 
a nod, '^ but the fever shows no signs of abatinff." 

" It must run its course. They will turn and rend 
one another before long. Then our time will come," 
and they drifted away into politics. # 

Aunt Rachel Rodda had risen to the occasion, and 
they were half-way through an ample dinner when the 
door opened and the Vicar stood in surprise at the 
unususJly crowded table. 
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" Ah — ^ha I So you're back, David Dominic ! " 
said Dr. Dan, with a chuckle ; — and to the strangers, 
" Permit me to introduce to you the senior member 
of the firm of Penberthy Bros, and Co. Dave, my 
boy, this is the Marquis of St. Aubin from Brittany ; — 
Mademoiselle; — and Monsieur, her brother. By the 
way " — ^to Mademoiselle — " I don't think I heard 
your name or your brother's." 

" I am Rente Michelle. He is Michel Ren6. We 
are twins, you see, monsieur, and they named us after 
our Mount." 

The Vicar was tall by the side of his brother and of 
slighter build. In his deportment was visible some- 
thing of the elevation of his profession. His bows 
were models of gracious condescension to all on the 
lower plane. His face, much whiter than his brother*6, 
would have appeared austere but for the humorous 
wrinkles round the eyes. 

Whether the brothers had chosen their professions 
in accordance with their bodily characteristics, or 
whether these had resulted from the following of their 
professions, no one knew. Nor did any but them- 
selves know which was the elder. Both vehemently 
disclaimed the honour, and the family Bible had long 
since disappeared and was asserted by each to be in 
the secret possession of the other. They were a 
lasting joy to all their friends — ^that is, to the whole 
countryside — ^and to their poorer neighbours minor 
providences which interpreted to them the major. 

" Where's Uncle Isaac ? " demanded Dr. Dan, with 
a twinkle, as the Vicar took his seat and began his 
dinner. 

" He's coming." 

" And the mare ? " 

** And the mare." 

"And the gig?" 

" Er — yes — and the gig." 

" The whole of the gig ? " 

" Polly Teague's fever is worse. She's feeling very 
bad. I think you ought to go and see her.'* 
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" Polly Teague's fever's all right. How about that 
gig 7 Did you get as far as Helston 7 " 

'" Well — not quite as far as Helston. I got out at 
Goldsithney " 

" Headfirst 7 " 

** No " — seeing that confession was inevitable. 
" I fell on my side. You see the mare was a bit fresh 
and she tried to climb a bank " 

^' Ah I " said Dr. Dan, with a sad wag of the head. 
" Vanitcis vanitatum I — and at your age, too I It's 
deplorable — ^randanning about in two-wheeled gigs ! 
You should stick to cobs, my boy." 

" Cobs are all very well for old fellows like you, 
Dan, but youngsters like Uncle Isaac and me prefer 
to keep up with the new ideas, you see." 

" Youngsters ! You're both of you old enough to 
have learned common sense by this time. But some 
folks never do. It's got to be bom in you or you'll 
never make a good man of business." 

** Is he not a doctor, then — ^M. Dan ? And the 
other a priest?" whispered Mademoiselle to Dick 
Basset, who was seated next to her. 

*' It's one of Dr. Dan's pet jokes. He must tell you 
himself. Dr. Dan, Mademoiselle wants particulars 
as to the firm of Penberthy Bros, and Co." 

" One of the best-known firms in this county of 
Cornwall, my dear, I assure you. Penberthy Brothers 
and Co. — ^Human Contractors, Outfitters and Care- 
takers — From the Cradle to the Grave — and beyond 
it, if all he says is true " — with a nod towards the 
Vicar — " Established in the year 1700 by our father, 
Dr. John Penberthy of Marazion. I help 'em into 
the world, you see. Then our Senior Partner the 
Rev. David tackles 'em and sets 'em in right ways. 
I do my best to keep them shipshape and weather- 
tight till they're past mending. Then he tackles 'em 
again, and when we've done all we can for 'em then 
Uncle Isaac Rodda finishes them off. ' He's the Co> 
because he only comes in at the end." 

"" It is a very good firm," said Mademoiselle. 
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" ONE of THE— BEST, I assure you, Mademoi- 
selle. Anything we can do for you — But, I forgot. 
You and the Reverend would hardly pull together in 
some things. Business relations will have to depend 
entirely on you and me, I expect. Still — ^in a friendly 
way — ^he's not half a bad old chap—" 

^' We shall be good friends, I am sure ; and for 
yourself, M. le Docteur, I will hope that our relations 
will also be of the most friendly, but still only friendly. 
As doctor I will hope not to require you." 

^' Of coiu*se, of course I And that they shall be, 
I warrant you. If ever you're in want of a friend, 
you come to me, my dear, and if Dr. Dan can't 
straighten things out for you there's no man in 
Cornwall can." 

" That is very good of you. It amazes me to find 
the English so charming. And to think that we are 
natural enemies ! " 

"'Rubbish, my dear! Rubbish! That's only because 
you don't know us and how nice we can be when we 
try. I do not acknowledge any such things as natural 



enemies." 



Truly it is very much pleasanter to be natural 
friends," said Mademoiselle- 
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FOB mademoiselle's SAKE 

Mademoiselle's new ideas as to the hitherto 
unsuspected amiability of the English character were 
strengthened on their return to the Mount. 

Dr. Dan and the Vicar accompanied them from 
sheer inability to stay behind, and as they all turned 
into the Marazion road they met a depressed-looking 
elderly man, leading a bay mare whose quick-rollinff 
eye and sensitive nostrils spoke eloquently of novel 
experiences. 

The Vicar pinched his lips at sight of them and 
glanced askance at his brother. 

" So you've got home alive, Uncle Isaac," said Dr. 
Dan» with a broad smile. 

" Iss, sure 1 " said the elderly one stolidly. 

" It'U take you the rest of the day to patch her 
up." 

Uncle Isaac nodded. 

" And the gig ? " 

"Tom Praed's. Sharps scat." 

" What— both shafts ? " 

Uncle Isaac nodded. 

''It's a good thing your necks weren't both scat 
too." 

Uncle Isaac nodded and led the culprit away. 

The tide was out when they reached the shore, 
so they crossed by the Causeway. 

** Our Mount is very much further from the land," 
was Mademoiselle's comment. " And our sands and 
tides are very treacherous." 

" And you still think it is more beautiful than 
ours ? " asked Dick. 

E 49 
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'^ Oh it is, in spite of all your kindnesses. Perhaps 
some time you will see it for yourself and you shall 
tell me." 

" I'd like first-rate to see it," said Dick, for whom 
the Mount had acquired a quite new significance 
since yesterday. 

They passed in through the narrow opening between 
the massive granite walls, and were turning along 
the quay towards the house when Will Penrose came 
hurrying after them. 

^^ Sir John's up at the house. Captain Bastian," he 
said. " Nothing would do but he must come as 
soon as he had heard." 

" We'll go up at once, WiU." 

•* We'll all go," said Dr. Dan, " and take him by 
storm." 

" Have you the poison with you ? " laughed 
Mademoiselle, as they climbed the steep way among 
the trees. 

" Poison, my dear ? Whatever for ? Oh — ^ah — I 
remember. But you'll see it won't be needed. He'll 
fall captive to your bow and arrow the moment he 
sets eyes on you." 

" My bow and arrow ? " 

•* The sweet bow of your mouth — the conquering 
glance of your eye, my dear. Who could withstand 
them ? Even I — ^a confirmed young bachelor of 

fifty years' standing " 

Fifty ! " was the dry comment of the Vicar. 

** Don't mind him, Ma'm'selle, he's jealous," panted 
Dr. Dan, " and don't tell me your Mount gives you 
as fine a view as this," stopping to recover his breath. 

" Beginning to show his age," said the Vicar 

2uietly. " A few years ago he could run up and 
own here without turning a hair. That is Penzance, 
Mademoiselle." 

" I know. ' Pensons * we call it — ^Mouzzle — ^New- 
lyn. But our bay is wider and the sands are immense. 
And then there is Mont Dol and Cancale. Oh yes, 
ours is finer, much finer." 
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" We will concede it, my dear, and anything else 
you like to claim," said the Vicar. 

" Very good, David," Jerked Dr. Dan, and they 
climbed on among the tumbled rocks and knocked 
on the massive door of the old grey house. 

The door was opened by young Sam Ivy, who had 
ttumed a stubborn back on the hard calling of the 
sea for the less adventurous and more congenial 
post of pad-groom at Clowance. His father, Bob, 
excellent sailor as he was, had always more of the 
look of horse about him than of boat, and Sam was 
his father over again but on a still smaller scale; 
small round head, wizened childish face, shrewd 
little eyes full of the understanding of the ways of 
horses and men. 

His little mouth split into a smile at sight of the 
invasion, but before he could say a word, an inner 
door opened and Sir John himself came down the 
steps to greet them. 

He was a small-made man, but so nicely propor- 
tioned and of so good a bearing that any lack of inches 
was more than made up by the dignity and gracious- 
ness of his deportment. 

He also smiled at the number of his guests, and 
Mademoiselle, whose eyes had searched his face 
anxiously for signs of his feeling towards them, 
drew favourable auguries from it. 

" You come in force, my friends," he said, with a 
bow to Mademoiselle that could hardly have been 
excelled. **' But, since the invasion is a peaceful 
one, you are very welcome. Pray come in and make 
yourselves at home," and with a word for each of 
those he knew, he led the way through the stone- 
paved entrance hall, which had all the look of the 
guard-room of a fortress, through an ante-room into 
a long low room on the right, plainly but sufficiently 
furnished, with narrow windows looking out over the 
open sea. 

" I have been hearing tales of you. Vicar. Your 
driving is likened to that of Jehu, son of Nimshi." 

£ 2 
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**A Wesleyan, I'll be bound. Nimshi was his 
grandfather." 

" A Wesleyan it was. Dr. Dan» why don't you 
keep him within bounds ? " 

" How shall youth reason with age ? " laughed 
Dr. Dan. 

" Captain Bastian, why are you and Richard Basset 
still aground ? " 

" Chiefly because the powers that be haven't sent 
us afloat, Sir John. We're ready when they are 
good enough to want us." 

^' I must look into that next time I am in London. 
Gk>od men are too scarce to be left idle in these 
times." 

" An infusion of new blood at headquarters would 
be a decided advantage," said Bastian quietly. 

" I believe it would. And now, pray introduce me 
to your friends." 

Which being duly done, with punctilious observance 
of all the usual courtesies on botn sides, " Can we, then 
claim relationship, M. le Marquis ? " asked Sir John, 
with evident interest. " The similarity of our names 
would surely point that way. How do we touch ? " 

** Through the St. Aubins du Cormier, I believe — 
by marriage probably. Possibly the connection is 
but slight, but it may suffice. We connect with them 
also." 

" I see, I see. Well, whatever the connection, I 
give you most cordial welcome to the Mount. For 
your own sakes, perhaps I ought to wish you but a 
short stay." 

"Our time will surely come again," said the Marquis, 
with a none-too-hopeful nod, " but when — ^the good 
God only knows. They have all lost their heads over 
there ; above all, those who still have them on their 
shoulders. Meanwhile " 

" Meanwhile, dear Sir John," broke in Ren^e, who 
had been holding herself in with difficulty, "the 
desire of our hearts is that you permit us to live 
here in your ch&teau of St. Michael " 
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" Ah — ha 1 " said Sir John, and produced a very 
beautiful gold snuff-box, which he tapped open and 
offered to the gentlemen, and then took a pinch 
himself with an elegance which even M. de St. Aubin 
could not excel. And all the time his eyes rested 
appreciatively on Mademoiselle's eager face. 

You see, • she rushed on, " all our lives we have 
lived in the company of our own Mount of St. Michel, 
and to live on your Mount of St. Michael would be 
almost like — well, it would be more like home than 
any place we could possibly find. Oh, monsieur, if 
you could but see how all my heart is set on it " 

" I can, Mademoiselle — ^in your face. It is most 
expressive. It would surely be a hard-hearted 
cousin, however distant, who could refuse you any- 
thing your heart was set upon. The Mount is at your 
service, my dear. You will not, I hope, refuse its 
legal owner the privilege of an occasional visit." 

" Oh, monsieur 1 We will welcome you with all 
our hearts," and her face, all alight with the joy of 
so great an achievement, was wonderfully beautiful. 
I have been so much occupied at Clowance, that 
I have somewhat neglected St. Michael's of late. 
I must try to make up for it in the future. I will ask 
you to give me two days, my dear young cousin, to 
make such rearrangements as I may deem necessary 
for your comfort, and then the old house is yours 
for so long as you care to occupy it." 

" With all my heart, I thank you. Sir John. I 
never desired anything so much before, nor had it 
so graciously granted. 

" Now let me introduce you to your new home," 
and he led them down a step or two into the old 
refectory, and up into the bedrooms and through 
the chapel into the oratory, and showed them all 
there was to see. 

And as they went along, M. de St. Aubin en- 
deavoured to intimate his willingness and capacity to 
pay a suitable rent, but Sir John stopped him with a 
peremptory hand and whispered — 
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" You would have done as much for me in like 
case, would you not ? ** 

" Assuredly." 

" Then why speak of such things ? It is a pleasure 
to me to meet Mademoiselle's wishes." 

Thus, and in so gracious a fashion, did it come 
about that Ren^ de St. Aubin had her heart's desire, 
and, outcast from her own much-loved Mount, found 
another to take its place, so far as that could be. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

THE CLOUD 

Bastian and Dick vowed they would take it as 
a personal affront if their new friends deserted their 
house for the inn» so there they> remained, and the 
feeling of warm friendliness among them grew apace. 

Mademoiselle's new kingdom extended rapidly. 
The rough old sea-dogs of the Mount succumbed at 
once to the charms of her beauty, her high spirit, 
and her visible desire for their goodwill. 

Her love of the sea, and her fearlessness on and in 
it, commended her to them as something out of the 
common. Her ardent affection for the Mount ap- 
pealed to them strongly. That she should have set 
her sweet heart on living there among them capped 
all the rest. Not a man of them but braced himself 
and brightened when she spoke to him, and felt 
honoured by her friendliness. Not one of them but 
would have gone through fire and water for her. 

" A brave proper naaid an* more gumption than 
most," was their verdict, and if any man had ven- 
tured to qualify it he would have suffered tribulation. 

With the wives and daughters she got on equally 
well, for she possessed the consummate tact of a 
perfectljr unspoiled heart and a nature that scorned 
assumptions. 

All her life she had been on the happiest terms 
with her own people in Brittany, where the relations 
between the great house and the cottage were per- 
haps closer t^n anywhere else in France. She had 
run in and out among them at will and always found 
her welcome, and she found the same here. 

If there were any airs and assumptions going they 
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centred exclusively in Miss Duance Jago, who, as 
Mademoiselle's chosen attendant, lorded it over all 
the other girls and boys to the full of her heart's 
delight. She was a faithful little maid, however, 
devoted to her mistress, and a capital hand at the 
needle, and Mademoiselle found her plenty to do in 
the rehabilitation of her wardrobe, and the making 
up of John Carter's silks and stuffs. 

It is safe to say that John Bastian's house at the 
head of the harbour had never known such full and 
Uvely times since its rough granite blocks were first 
put together. 

The young people, among whom Bastian ranked 
himself with fullest assurance, filled it with light and 
laughter from morning till night, except such times 
as they were abroad, and these were many. 

For Tlie Kittiwakey Bastian's big decked yawl, was 
also enjoying the merriest time of her life, as she 
fluttered to and fro with them, introducing Made- 
moiselle to all the wider beauties of her new domain. 

In her they ranged those coasts from Lizard Point 
to Land's End, till Gunwalloe and MuUyon and 
Kynance, and Lamoma and the Logan Rock and 
the Runnelstone became as familiar to the new- 
comers as the Bee d'Audaine, and the heights of 
Cancale, and the Chausey Isles had been before. 

And Mademoiselle at the helm, with radiant face 
and sparkling eyes and rebellious hair, enjoying every 
minute to the fullest, was a sight to set any old or 
young sea-dog's heart a-jumping. 

Bastian had to compile, and rigidly adhere to, a 
rota of hands aboard, for, if they could have managed 
it, every man of the Mount would have gone saiUng 
with " Mamzel " every day of his life. 

Sir John amply fulfilled his promises, and thei 
rugged old grey house had become a comfortable 
dwelling. He had, moreover, found Mademoiselle a 
housekeeper, who also acted as cook, in the person 
of Mrs. Jago, Duance's mother ; and a good all-round 
man to act as butler and valet, in John Jago, Duance's 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE CLOUD 67 

father, who had, indeed, lost a hand in the navy, 
but turned the hook and spike which took its place 
to better use than many two-handed, but less handy, 
men put all their ten fingers to. 

The news that the Moimt was occupied again, by 
relatives of the St. Aubyns, and by a man of such 
standing as the Marquis de St. Aubin, very soon 
spread. Reports of Mademoiselle's beauty and live- 
hness, of her fearlessness on the sea, and of the 
elegance of her manners on shore, excited the curiosity 
of the neighbouring gentlefolk, and callers were 
many. 

As a rule, however, they had to be satisfied with 
the sight of M. de St. Aubin, and went home much 
impressed by his bearinjg, but with their curiosity 
otherwise unsatisfied. 

For Mademoiselle and her brother were hardly 
to be seen. They were away — ^at MuUyon or the 
lizard, or Land's End, or elsewhere, and there was 
never any knowing when they would get back. 

And, with grave and impressive courtesy, the 
Marquis explained to his visitors that, for the time 
being, after passing through such experiences as 
had been theirs, their one desire, for the present, 
was to live in the simplest retirement. Later on, 
perhaps . . . 

Mademoiselle, in fact, had flatly declined to go into 
society. She would neither visit nor entertain, in 
the usual acceptance of the words. The Mount and 
the sea, and these few new friends she had found there, 
fulfilled all her present requirements. 

'^ I desire but to be quiet and to forget as much 
as I can,'* she said plaintively to her father, and he 
shared her feeling to the full. 

So those who called at the Mount carried away 
with them only the impression of a grave and some- 
what reserved gentleman, of wonderfully polite 
manners, who bore with quiet dignity the burden 
of a great misfortune. 

Some would have led him to discuss affairs across 
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the water, and the probabilities of the future. But to 
all sueh his simple final word was, *' The wound is 
very raw still. Will you pardon me if I crave tinie 
for it to heal ? I am sure you will understand," and 
no one ever succeeded in getting beyond that. 

He rarely joined the younger folk in their excur- 
sions, though he^countenanced and indeed prompted 
them. It was good for youth to expand in the 
sunshine of this friendly harbourage, but upon him- 
self the past and the future still lay heavily. 

He spent much time pacing, with slow and weighty 
step, the levelled path which ran from the two-gun 
battery on the west to the second battery on the 
south side of the Mount. There he could tramp all 
day unseen, except by the fishermen out in the oay, 
and they grew accustomed to the sight of the tall, 
dark figure on its self-imposed sentry-go, and they 
would nod their grizzled heads and spit over the 
side, and say, " Ay ay, sim me 'a ed'n feelin* like 
settlin' down on Mount. His heart's ower the watter 
still." 

And so it was, and his eyes, whenever they were 
not bent on the ground in deepest thought, were 
turned to the south where, when the clouds hung low 
on the horizon, they seemed to him like the frowning 
cliffs of Finistere. 

News of the slightest, concerning that which 
touched him most, trickled in at times — and out. 
Sir John sent, or brought whenever he could find the 
time. The Mirror of Sie Times^ or The Weekly Bis- 
patcK which told of the happenings of a week or 
ten days before, and The GenilemarCs Magazine as 
soon as he had finished with it. 

And some busybody sent to The Daily Advertiser 
the information that, through the courtesy of Sir 
John St. Aubyn, the Marquis de St. Aubin d'Aubign^, 
with his son and daughter, had taken up their residence 
on St. Michael's Mount. This interesting piece of 
intelligence naturally found its way into the Courier 
de Londres, and that little seed bore fruit. 
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The spirits of the younger folk recovered tone 
rapidly. Ren^, especially, seemed to have set her 
whole heart and mind on the bmial of the past 
beneath layer upon layer of happier and healthier 
experiences. And in thus following the bent of her 
nature she was doubtless wise, for brooding over the 
troubles of her house and her country could serve 
neither the one nor the other nor herself. It was better 
to get back into the light and cultivate health of 
body and of mind, and strenuously to forget, as far 
as might be, the horrors of the charnel-house. 

Michel, as was perhaps but natural, succeeded less 
fully and easily in throwing off the shadow of the 
past. He had seen more and heard more than she 
had. His man's nature was less buoyant and elastic ; 
hardly so fine in its texture, perhaps ; less likely ever 
to sound the depths and touch the heights of which 
hers was capable and inevitably destined for. 

Michel, indeed, enjoyed these new times, but close 
behind them the past lay raw and red, and beyond 
them loomed a future as clouded and impenetrable 
as it well could be. 

^^ You soon forget," he said to his sister one night 
after a glorious full day on the water, when her 
spirits had mounted on joyous wings. 

" Do I, then ? How little you know 1 '' 

And another time, when he had been brooding 
over things, he asked her, " Will the clouds ever lift 
over there ? Shall we ever get back, do you think ? " 

" Get back ? Of course we shall. Why, how 
stupid you are, Michel ! " 

Me shook his head gloomily. 

" See, my dear ! " she said, with her hand on his 
arm. " It is not good to mope, neither for yourself 
nor for other people. It is much better to be joyful 
and to hope.'' 

With their father it was different. He had pene- 
trated more deeply than most into the causes that 
had led to the upsetting ; he had deplored the stub- 
bom pride of his class that had resolutely shut its 
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eyes to the wrongs of the people ; he had been sickened 
by the weakness that was ready to surrender anything 
when the time for compromise was past and only 
the strong hand could have prevailed. 

But, though he acknowledged the justice of much 
that the mob originally claim^, the excesses to which 
it had finally run had revolted him. He saw therein, 
not the legitimate will of the people but the blood- 
thirsty madness of their loud-voiced, self-imposed 
leaders. Against these he would fight to the end 
if the chance offered; and, knowing his people, he 
looked for a falling-out among themselves sooner 
or later, and then the looked-for chance would 
come. 

These views he would expound with grave delibera- 
tion, after dinner of a night, when they happened to 
be aJone. And Rente would receive them with most 
cheerful faith and hope, while Michel, with no less 
deference to his father's wisdom, could still not hide 
at times his own gloomy doubts and forebodings. 

And no wonder I As a Frenchman he had had 
a patriotic belief in his country, and he had seen his 
countrymen tearing one another in pieces like wild 
beasts rabid for blood. 

" They have triumphed for the time being," M. de 
St. Aubin would say, " by weight of numbers and lack 
of cohesion among ourselves. We had run to seed 
while they have been growing. But the power to 
govern does not spring out of the gutter. Before 
long they will all be at sixes and sevens. Then our 
time will come, and we must be prepared to take 
advantage of it." 

He was, of course, as wrong as oracular gentlemen 
making sweeping assertions are apt to be. There 
was, about these times, a thin, hsdf-starved, young 
out-of-work artillery officer prowling the streets of 
Paris in search of something to do — ^living on next 
to nothing, and knocking in vain on the door of the 
Minister of War — ^who was to spring like a meteor out 
of the gutter and prove to France that he was the 
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one man whose hand was strong enough to govern 
her. 

Another time he would argue, " It is not as if the 
whole country was with them. It is not. Paris has 
gone mad, and the maddest of all have climbed to 
the top. But Paris is not the country, though she 
idways thinks so. The South is against her. Lyons, 
Marseilles, Toulon are up in arms. And our own 
people of the West, Bretagne and La Vendue, will 
fight to the death. It is upon them I count to make 
an end of the madmen. When the time comes we 
must be ready." 

" Would it were here ! " said Michel, and Rende 
kept a quiet face and prayed fervently of a night for 
the safe deliverance of these two from what might 
lie before them. 

She had resolutely dropped a veil over the past, and 
as steadily she refused to vex herself over the future. 
To all outward observance the troubles of her house 
sat lightly upon her. She bore herself joyously and 
would not be depressed. 

But there were times when both past and future 
lay heavy on her, when the joy of life had departed, 
and past, present and future alike were as grey as 
the sea in a south-west gale. And at such times 
she would lock herself into her room and stop there 
till the fit passed and the sun of hope shone out 
again. 

But, for the most part, the old grey house on the 
Mount, and the waters round about it, offered her 
enjoyment in life such as, a week or two before, she 
would not have believed possible. 

To Bastian and Dick Basset, and Dr. Dan and the 
Vicar, that old grey house took on somewhat of the 
nature of a shrine to which daily pilgrimage ought to 
be made. And, whether they came alone or together, 
their welcome was always of the warmest, and each 
was free to take to himself the warmest part of it. 

It was full summer when Uncle Nick Rodda, 
returned safely from Roscoff, came across one day 
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to report himself to Aunt Becky, who greeted him 
with a terse, " Well, yu're back." 

" Alive an* kickin', Becky, an' glad to find you so 
braave. I'm gwain up to the house to speak to the 
Mo'sieur there." 

" What want wi' him ? " 

" Noos, my dear, from his own country." 

" What noos ? " 

" Ah — I H a* do tell his noos he waen't be noos, 
so a'U away and tell he fust," and he set off for the 
house. 

It was a perfectly calm day, not a cloud in the sky, 
not a ruffle on the blue plain of the sea. Not a day 
for sailing, therefore, and Uncle Nick had had to pull 
all the way from Prussia Cove. But that had taken 
less out of him than did this climb round the rough 
western shoulder of the Mount. 

When he stumbled doggedly up the slope below 
the front door of the house, the perspiration hopping 
like tears down his weather-beaten red face, he was 
brought-to with a round turn by a cheerful hail from 
Dr. Dan. 

" Hello, Uncle Nick I What a-weeping for ? "— 
and he found himself a centre of laughing observation. 

They were all sitting and Ijring about on the short 
sweet grass among the outcropping rocks — ^Dr. Dan 
and the Vicar, and John Bastian and Dick Basset, 
and M. de St. Aubin and Ren^e and Michel. 

" An't a-weepin'. A'm a-sweatin'," growled Uncle 
Nick, momentarily aback at such an assemblage. 
Then, recovering himself quickly, " This a Methody 
Meetin' ? " 

" It is not, Nicholas," said the Vicar. " And if 
It was ? " 

" Shouldn' expect to find you here, Passon." 

** I might be worse employed." 

" So ye mought, Passon, so ye mought — drivin* 
of a gig to Helston and such-like 1 " 

" Well aimed, Nick 1 He had you there, David 
Dominic. And now what's wrong, you Man of the 
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Sea ? You didn't walk up the Mount simply for 
the pleasure of doubling up the Passon, I'll be bound." 

"I wud any day. 'Tis a joy to dig back at Pas- 
son. He do chaunt 'pon we 's if we was cheeld chiels 
an* buffleheads. But 'twas Mo'sieur I came to see." 

" You come from France ? You have news for 
me, my friend ? " asked the Marquis, starting up. 

" Don't know whether it's noos, mo'sieur. 'Tis 
a message " 

" Ah — a message I From " 

"From one they call Silver-Leg — ^an old boutigo 
with long heer, that come up to Morlaix when I was 
theer." 

** Jambe-d' Argent— the good Treton ! Yes ? " 

" They told 'en I was coming ower to Mount and 
'e come a braa way to sec me. I was to tell you, 
from him and M. Joseph and the Screech-Owl, that 
the harvest was 'most ripe but they lacked sickles 
an' look to you for 'em." 

^^ M. de Puisaye and Jean Chouan ! Yes, that is 
enough," and he gazed out over the wide blue plain 
towards his own distracted country, smouldering 
already in civil war which this message invited him 
to fan into a blaze. 

" Have you seen much of it ? " he asked. 

" Not ower-much, mo'sieur. Heard plenty. It's 
fire an' blood an' no quarter either side." 

" When do you return ? " 

" Not afore John Carter do send me, an' 'e don't 
insense no wan what a's up to." 

** Will you let me know as soon as you hear word 
of your going ? " and he handed him a guinea as 
reminder. 

" Iss, I will, sir, sure 'nough, and thank'ee." 

"And go up to the house. Uncle Neek, and tell 
Mr. Jago to give you to eat and to drink, especially 
to drink," said Ren6e. 

" That I will, Miss, an' bless your pretty face ! 
It's you's got the good heart to the sailormen," and 
he rolled away to tackle John Jago. 
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" Does that mean your going ? " asked Dr. Dan 
of the Marquis. 

" I cannot ask my people to do the work alone. . . 
Yes, it means going. . . . These two " — ^looking at 
Ren^e and Michel — *^ I can safely leave in charge of 
my friends." 

*' I go too," said Michel stoutly. 

" And I," said Rente. 

" You don't know what it means," said their 
father, shaking his head. ^^ It is not war as you have 
heard of it. It is the war of the woods — ^the ambush, 
the surprise, the hiding for days in holes underground, 
the crawling by day and the creeping by night. It 
is fire and blood and no quarter. ... It is not for 
such as you." 

" It sounds very horrible," said Dick Basset, whose 
heart revolted at thought of Mademoiselle being mixed 
up in any such business. 

" It is very horrible," said M. de St. Aubin. " But 
there are times when the horrible way is the only 
way. It is not of our choosing." 

" The methods seem to be," said the Vicar quietly, 
" and I doubt if they are justifiable." 

" The methods are forced upon us, monsieur. 
They are soldiers. We are peasants. They fight 
for their pay. We fight for our Church and our 
King " — and he saluted the little prisoner of the 
Temple with a reverence which was infinitely touch- 
ing and impressive. *^ And we must fight as we can. 
And it is not as if we fought against our country. 
Much of the country is against them. It is not even 
Paris. It is a handful of madmen who have upset 
the carriage and seized the reins. You will see, the 
country will join us and we shall sweep them back 
into their kennels. I shall go at once to London 
and see what they are prepared to do there. Now 
where can I procure a horse ? " 

" At Will Sellick's, the other side of the causeway, 
unless you will accept one of my cobs," said Dr. Dan. 

**It is like your good self to offer it, monsieur, 
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but for a journey such as this, entirely indefinite^ 
a hired horse will I think be better. I go by Helston 
and Truro. That is the best, is it not ? '* 

"The best where all are bad," said Dr. Dan. 
" It's a detestable journey. You will take the coach 
at Plymouth and that is even worse still." 

" It is nothing when one's duty calls." 

" When will you be back, father ? '* asked Ren6e, 
in so quiet and natural a way that an interested 
observer of her every mood and manner — such as 
Dick Basset, for example — ^might have detected 
in it something he had not observed in her before. 
For, you see, she recognised this as but the beginning 
of partings and knew she must learn to accept the 
inevitable. 

" I cannot tell, child. That depends not on myself. 
I hope Monsieur Rodda will not have to go again 
before I return." 

" If he has, John Bastian here will run across at 
any time for you," said Dr. Dan. 

" Surely," said Bastian. " I am quite at your 
disposal, monsieur." 

You are all too good. It is incredible that we 
are natural enemies," said the Marquis with his 
grave smile. 

" Oh, we're not," said Dick with energy. " If 
we all knew one another as well as we do there'd 
be no bad feeling at all." 

" My mind w3l, at all events, be at ease respecting 
those I leave behind," said the Marquis. " As to 
the rest, it is in the hands of God " 

" And M. d'Artois," said Dr. Dan, with what 
sounded almost like a touch of depreciation in his 
voice. 

'' And possibly M. d'Artois," granted the Marquis 
gravely. 

" Neither of your princes is much good on the tented 
field, I should say, but d'Artois is perhaps the better 
of the two," said I)r. Dan. 

" It is for the Principle we contend, monsieur. 

F 
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The Persons who represent the Principle are of 
minor consideration." 

*^ That's always the argument when the Persons 
don't amount to much," said Dr. Dan aggressively. 
" In the Perfect Cause the Persons and the Principles 
are equally perfect." 

" And have you ever found such in this imperfect 
world, monsieur ? " 

'^ Only once/' said Dr. Dan complacently. 

" And that was ? " 

" Christianity and its Foimder." 

" There we agree," bowed the Marquis OTavdy. 
'' But in minor causes one has to take one's Persons 
as one finds them." 

" Well, I wish with all my heart that your cause 
had better figureheads." 

" Unfortunately one cannot alter facts," said the 
Marquis. 

From which one may gather that his eyes were by 
no means closed to the difTiculties of the task before 
him. 
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CHAPTER EX 

THE BLACK SPECK 

Next day M. de St. Aubin rode away on Will 
Sellick's best nag, with a little portmanteau strapped 
to the back of Us saddle. And, little as he had, in 
actual deed or word, contributed to the light-hearted 
gaiety of the household on the Mount, his going left 
a shadow. 

Which, if it sounds somewhat paradoxical, was 
nevertheless true. For, with his going, there fell on 
Mademoiselle — ^the sweet soul and centre of all their 
enjoyment — the first cold touch of the future. 

Her father would in due course return. Then he 
and Michel would go off to that dreadful war of the 
woods in Brittany. They would both be killed. Of 
that she had not a moment's doubt. And she would 
be left alone and miserable for the rest of her days. 

That was the course of events which her fears fore- 
casted, and the contemplation of it did not make for 
cheerfulness. 

She was, by nature, anything but despondent. In 
the trying times through which they had come, she 
had borne herself gallantly and gaily, and had reso- 
lutely refused to be discouraged. She found it harder 
to ponder the dreadful possibilities of the future than 
it had been to bear the dreadful actualities of the 
past. 

Hitherto she had been the one to preach hope, even 
when times were darkest and Michel growled despon- 
dently. Now it was Michel who exulted in wild 
hopes of getting in some valiant blows for Right 
agains*' Wrong,- and hwHbbyish enthusiasm for active 
retaliation sef^ed \nit' to increase her fears, p p n t^ »^ 
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In adversity and retreat her woman's nature had 
shone at its brightest. In the hopes of a stirring 
campaign it was his spirits that mounted highest. 

For many days even the call of the sparkling sea 
cried to her in vain. The others tried their hardest 
to entice her out of her shadow. But the clouds lay 
low on her horizon, and she would sit by the hour with 
a book in her lap, at one of the narrow windows of the 
sitting-room next to the old refectory, looking across 
to France and brooding over what was to come. 

It was here that Dick found her one morning — a 
perfect sailing morning, with a brisk breeze crisping 
the blue of the bay, and a bright sun in a cloudless 
sky — and he knew, as soon as he set eyes on her, that 
the clouds had at last lifted somewhat, and her first 
words assured him on the point. 

" Monsieur Deck, where is Namancos and what is 
Bayona's hold ? " 

" Namancos — Bayona's hold. Mademoiselle ? I*m 
sure I don't know. What's about them ? " 

'' ' VHiere the great Vision of the Guarded Mount 
Looks towards Namancos and Bayona's hold,' " 

she read, from the book in her hand. ^* They are 
beautiful words. They roll. And it is all about a 
beautiful drowned boy. Sir John says this, where 
we live, is the Guarded Mount. Where are Namancos 
and Bayona's hold ? " 

" I'm sure I don't know. We'll ask Dr. Dan or the 
Vicar, first time we see them. Is Michel in ? " 

"He is, I think, in his room — probably cleaning 
pistols or fencing with himself. Me was trying to 
shoot crows this morning, but they are still alive. He 
has no thought but of fighting and killing at present. 
Shall I send for him or will you go to him ? " 

" I will go to him, and then — won't you come out 
to-day ? The water is glorious." 

*' Yes, I will come, for I am sick of my thoughts and 
it does no good to think." 

" Hooray I We'll run along to Kynance and have 
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our dinner among the rocks. Aunt Becky's busy 
packing the basket now. Uncle Jack's away doing 
Justice's business," 

" You seem to have been very sure I would come ? " 

"No, I wasn't. I only hoped. Aunt Becky's 
packed that basket every day for the last week and 
unpacked it every night.'* 

^Oh '* 

" Now I'll run up and capture Michel. Will you 
be ready in a quarter of an hour ? " 

" Bien I " and she went off to her own room, in 
better spirits than she had been since her father left. 

Dick found Michel cutting and thrusting in most 
bloodthirsty fashion, while the pistols, l^utifully 
cleaned and oiled, lay on the table. 

" Ah, mon ami, take that and let me try to stick 
you," was Michel's greeting, and he pointed eagerly 
to another sword standing in the comer against the 
wall. 

" Thank you, my boy 1 But I don't want to be 
stuck. We're going sailing in a quarter of an hour. 
Mademoiselle has promised " — and Michel flimg his 
sword to join the other. " But I wanted to speak 
to you. There's a fellow down below that I don't 
like the look of. He's a Frenchman — came over 
from Marazion this morning — a hang*dog looking 
fellow, and he*s been trying to pump the men of all 
they can tell him, and they're all lying to him like so 
many jackdaws.^' 

" Trying to pomp them about what ? " 

" Why, about you all and everything you do." 

" Diable 1 Who is this now, I wonder ? And what 
does he want to pomp about us for ? " 

" He won't learn much anyhow," laughed Dick. 
" As I passed I heard Bob Ivy telling him that there 
were ten thousand muskets stowed away in the cellars 
up here, and I don't know how many thousand barrels 
of powder. And Bob's face was as truthful as a 
baby's." 

" Who the dooce can he be, and what the dooce 
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can he want ? " said Michel, adopting one of Dr. 
Dan's little vehemences, and there was a knit in 
his brows at the responsibility his father's absence 
entailed upon him. " Let's go down and see him. 
If I know who he is I may understand what he's 
after." 

Mademoiselle was waiting for them, and they went 
leaping down the rock-path in the highest of spirits, 
Michel alone showing in his face some slight concern 
as to the inquisitive stranger down below. 

Just as they turned the comer on to the quay a 
roar of laughter broke from the crowd of fishermen 
assembled there, and they saw by the sudden swerve 
of the mob, and the craning of necks, that some rough 
pleasantry was afoot. And this in a moment resolved 
itself into the fact that the newcomer had been hustled 
off the edge of the quay into the water. 

As they came up he was crawling up the slipway like 
a drowned rat, and a very angry and venomous- 
looking rat at that. 

"Mon Dieu, Michel, it is Joseph Garat," gasped 
Ren^e. 

" So ! What the devil is he doing here ? " growled 
Michel. " I must see to it. You two go on. But 
yes I " — ^with an angry stamp at a symptom of objec- 
tion on her part. " This is for me to see to." 

And Dick hurried Mademoiselle along the quay- 
wall, anxious only to get her out of reach of obvious 
annoyance, which looked as if it might develop into 
something more. For the dripping one, as he crawled 
out of the water, had caught sight of them, and his 
eyes had an evil look in them, and his face was not 
good to look upon. 

Aunt Becky had come to the door to see what was 
going on, and carried in her hand the basket she had 
been packing. Dick picked it up and pushed on 
along the further arm of the sea-wall, and began 
hauling in The Kittiwake. Bob Iv^ and John 
Broad detached themselves from the throng and 
lurched along after him. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE BLACK SPECK 71 

*' Better get on board/' said Dick. 

" But— Michel " 

^*' We'll wait for him/' and Mademoiselle stepped on 
board. 

They saw Michel in angry dispute with the stranger, 
and presently the latter moved off towards the cause- 
way and the crowd rolled after him. 

Michel stood for a moment and then came round 
the quay-wall towards them. 

" You go on," he said, as he came up. " I will 
wait to see he is up to no mischief. He is not good, 
this Garat." 

** But what does he want, Michel ? " asked Ren6e 
anxiously. 

** That he does not say, but I will see that he does 
not get it," 

^^ I will stay too," and she made as though she would 
go ashore. 

" No. You could do nothing and I can see to him 
all right. You will go for your sail, and when you 
return there will be no more of him. AUez ! " and 
he loosed the ropes and shoved the boat off with his 
foot, and waved them bon voyage I 

Mademoiselle was evidently ill at ease, and it was 
not until they had passed Mountamopus and Iron 
Gates, and were nmnins a long slant for MuUyon, that 
she shook off the cloud and came to herself. 

After all, there might not be much in it. It was 
probably only Joseph Garat's malevolent curiosity 
that had brought him there. In any case, this was 
England, and she did not think that even Garat's 
ill-will could penetrate the armour of friendliness 
which surrounded them. 

She had been very silent and full of thought as 
they sped down the bay, and Dick, respecting her 
mood, had not spoken a word. But, by degrees, 
the breeze and the sunshine, the joyous flapping of 
the sails up above, and the seethe and swing of the 
bubble-laced water as it slipped past, had their effect 
on her. 
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" He is the perpetual enemy of our house, this 
Joseph Garat," she said, by way of explanation to 
Dick. " And he is a wicked, unscrupulous man. We 
called him Judas always, Michel and I. I wonder 
what he wants here ? " 

" He won't get it, whatever it is.*' 

" I feel safer from him here than I could do in 
France." 

" Well, I'm glad of that. What's the matter with 
the fellow ? " 

"He claims kinship with us," she said naively, 
" through our grandfather, who was, I suppose, his 
father's father d main gauche. Such things were 
common in those days, you know, and were not much 
considered. But they lead at times to trouble. And 
this man, Joseph Garat, hates us all au fond, because 
he feels that if he had had his rights he might be in 
our place. As it is, he is red of the Reds and would 
make an end of us. He is a clever man too, and in 
these times a clever man full of bitterness and venom 
may be very dangerous." 

" We'll scotch him. Don't you worry about him, 
Ma'm'selle." 

" No, I will not worry, but, all the same, I wish he 
had not come. I wonder what he is after." 

** Don't wonder. You said you would not worry. 
We'll smash him into little pieces if he tries any of 
his tricks here." 

" Truly I would not sorrow if I knew he was smashed 
into little pieces. He will never cease to hate us 
till he is dead." 

" Then the sooner he's dead the better, I should 
say, for all concerned. Here's Kynance. We'll 
have our dinner under that rock and I'll light a fire." 

** But we do not need any fire." 

" Oh, but it's always so much more cheerful with a 
fire, don't you think ? " 

It was after they had eaten, and the driftwood fke, 
after a valiant attempt to outblaze the sun with 
brave show of blue and green and purple flames. 
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had sunk to a mass of white ashes with a golden core, 
and John Broad and Bob Ivy, distent on the sand, 
were smoking pipes of ineffable peace, that Made- 
moiselle asked him — 

" You always call Monsieur Bastian Uncle Jack. 
Is he then really your uncle, or is it once again only 
the usual term of endearment, like Aunt Becky and 
Uncle Nick ? " 

" Oh, he*s more than that, is Uncle Jack. But he's 
not really my uncle all the same. Dear old chap, I 
wish he was." 

" But he is not old." 

'* No, ihafs a term of endearment, you know. He*s 
not really old — ^getting on for forty, I suppose. Dr. 
Dan's about sixty-five and he's about the youngest 
man I know." 

** And about Monsieur Bastian " she persisted 

gently. 

" Well, it's this way. He had been a very dear 
friend of my father and mother, and when they died, 
out in India within a few months of one another, they 
left me to Uncle Jack, and I was brought home to 
him at Tremoma. I was a kiddie of five, and Aunt 
Becky Rodda took care of me when he was away. He 
was in the navy, you know, and doing splendidly. 
Then, a couple of years ago, he lost his ship on the 
Manacles in a fog — you luiow the place, round the 
Lizard, past Black Head. He swears the rocks about 
there are magnetic and upset his compasses^ and I 
think it must have been that, for he's the most 
cautious man in the world, and he knows all this 
coast like a chart. But they've never given him a 
ship since, and I doubt if they ever will while the 
present old blockheads are at the Admiralty." 

" And you ? " 

** Oh, I'm an out-of-work too. I was two years 
with him on the Niobe and had just been promoted 
lieutenant, when the Manacles shoved their ugly 
heads in. They tar us with the same brush, I expect." 

" But that is not just," 
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" Kissing goes by favour up there, you know, and 
Uncle Jack never would kow-tow to any one. Perhaps 
they'll all die of apoplexy one of these days and the 
new brooms will give us a chance." 

*^ He is a good and brave man, I am sure, and he 
is kind and generous." 

^^ He's all that and lots more. He's just the finest 
old chap in the world." 

^* Now, if you please," she said, getting up and 
shaking the sand out of her dress, ^^ we will go home, 
for I want to know how Michel has gone on with 
Joseph Garat." 

And as they wing lightly home across the long slow 
swell from the outer seas, a supplementary word or 
two concerning John Bastian and Master Richard 
Basset may not be out of place, for there were some 
little details in connection with the matter with which 
Dick himself was not conversant. 

He did not know, for instance, the full reason why * 
his father. General Richard Basset, of the East India 
Company's forces, when he lay dying at Allahabad, 
determined to place his motherless boy in the care of 
John Bastian of Tremoma. 

Basset had gone out to India to carve his fortune 
with his sword. With Clive at Calcutta he helped to 
thrash Surajah Dowla for the Black Hole tragedy. 
He was with him at Plassey, and later with Eyre 
Coote at Wandewash. 

He came home to Cornwall a man of fortv, full of 
riches and honour, fell in love with Mary Trevanion 
and she with him, though he was twenty years her 
senior. And that too in spite of the fact that young 
John Bastian's whole heart was given to her, and she 
knew it ; and if Basset had never come on the scene 
she would in all likelihood have married him. 

She and John had been life-long playmates and 
companions. She knew sll his sterling worth. He 
was indeed very dear to her. But Basset's maturer 
charms and polished grace of manner, his high bearing 
and acknowledged prowess in the field, carried all 
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before them. To be the chosen of such a man was an 
honour in itself. Mary married him, returned with 
him to India, and was as happy as a woman could be 
till the fever cut it all short at Allahabad. 

She and her husband had many times discussed 
such a possibility, and had decided what to do. And 
so, when Basset found his own time near, he com- 
mended his soul to God, and his boy, with his not 
inconsiderable fortune, to the care of John Bastian 
of Tremoma. And Bastian had undertaken both as 
a sacred trust in memory of Mary Trevanion and his 
love for her. 
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THE SPECTRE BOAT 

The old grey house on the Mount was shining like 
a beacon in the last ruddy rays of the sun as they 
swung past it towards the harbour, and as they 
roun(&d-in John Bastian came along the sea-wall 
from the battery where he had been on the look-out 
for them. 

" It is good to see you at the helm again," he said, 
with his grave smile, as he offered Mademoiselle a 
steadying hand from gunwale to granite. ^^ You 
have had a good time ? 

" Oh, charming. Where is Michel, M. Bastian ? 
And what has become of that man ? " 

" Michel left me a few minutes ago to hurry up 
Mrs. Jago and the dinner. That man has gone his 
ways, and you are not to trouble about him." 
I won't, but I wish he had not come." 

" Think no more about him. We are to take you 
up to dinner and join you there." 

" Aliens, then ! We will see who will be there 
first," and she led them a merry chase up the height, 
so that they arrived too spent even to knock on the 
door, and had to lean laughing and panting against 
the wall till they recovered their wind, ^d John 
Jago, who had seen them coming, opened the door 
and stood behind it expectant, and then looked round 
the corner at them in his solemnest manner, somewhat 
scandalised at such childish behaviour. 

^^ And Judas ? " asked Ren6e, as Michel met them 
at the door of the sitting-room. 

" He is gone." 

" Gone where ? " 
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" Right away — over yonder," with a wave of the 
arm towards the Lizard. '^ One of the men followed 
him to see where he would go. But he went straight 
on and on, and so the man came back." 

'* I wish I knew where he had got to. What did 
he want here, Michel ? " 

" God knows — or, more likely, the devil. But 
whatever it was he has not got it and he is gone. So 
do not trouble about him any more. I do not think 
he will come back in a hurry." 

" For myself," said Ren6e, with a foreboding nod, 
^* I wish he had not come at all. I am sure he means 
us ill." 

They lingered long over the table, chatting of many 
things, and whenever Mademoiselle's thoughts would 
revert to their undesired visitor, and they saw it in 
her face, they did their best to divert her from them, 
whereby they talked no little nonsense. But always, 
beUnd the nonsense and the laughter, Judas lay in her 
mind like a shadow and she could not get rid of him. 

One time, glancing through the window by which 
she was sitting, at the glinuner of the pale young moon 
upon the water, she said, " There is a boat." 

And Dick, looking out, said, ^^Mouzzle men or 
Newljrn, I can't make out. Perhaps," he laughed 
thoughtlessly, but with a touch of the prevailing sense 
of discomfort that was upon them that night, " it's 
the ghost-boat from Porthcumo." 

" They do not generally fish so close to the Mount," 
said Bastian, getting up quickly to look. But the 
boat had passed out of the gleam into the surrounding 
darkness. 

" What is the ghost-boat ? " asked Mademoiselle. 

" All nonsense,' said Bastian hastily. " Smuggled 
spirits are too cheap about here, and our men see 
strange things at times in the strength of them." 

" And they see a ghost-boat which means mis- 
fortune ? " she persisted. 

" So they say, but I've never met any one myself 
who has seen it. Anyway it's away round towards 
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Land's End, and it runs up over the land with all sail 
set. But it never comes this way, so it need not 
trouble you." 

*' Perhaps it was Judas coming back/' she said 
forebodingly. 

" Mon Dieu, but you have got Judas on the brain ! " 
said her brother with a laugh. ^' If he comes back in 
the night I promise you I will shoot him. Your law 
would pcnnit me that. Monsieur Justice of Peace ? " 

'^ In certain circumstances it might. If a man 
breaks into your house you have the right to defend 
it and yourself." 

" I wish he would give me the chance. It would be 
great joy to me to make an end of him, and a good 
riddance." 

When at last the visitors decided it was time to go 
home, the night had fallen so dark, on the setting of 
the moon, that John Jago had to provide them with 
a ship's lantern lest they should break their necks on 
the road. 

" See to all your doors and windows, Uncle John," 
was Bastian's parting word. 

" Ay, ay, sir 1 I sees to 'em all last thing every 
night, said Uncle John Jago, and they went flickering 
off down the steep rocky way. 

" You don't tlunk there's any fear of that fellow 
coming back, do you. Uncle Jack ? " asked Dick, as 
he took an unexpected two-foot step and they lurched 
into one another. 

" Steady, boy, or you'll break your leg 1 Here, lay 
hold of my arml No, I don't, but, all the same, 
Mademoiselle's fears impress me. A woman's in- 
stincts sometimes go closer to the mark than a man's 
stubborn common sense. He is evidently a venomous 
brute and she fears him. Still, if he's wise, he'll give 
the Mount a wide berth." 

" I'd like to catch him prowling about and break 
his neck." 

" So would I, if he did anything to justify it," and 
they jogged on home round the base of the hill. 
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CHAPTER XI 

THE COMING OF JUDAS 

Thought of Judas» and old knowledge of his male- 
volent disposition and dogged pertinacity, weighed 
heavily on Mademoiselle and set her brain imagining 
all manner of evil possibilities. 

She wished her father was back. At times she even 
found herself wishing they were all living down below 
nearer their friends. The ereat old house on top of 
the rock was all that could be desired — ^in the oay- 
time, but it felt very remote and lonely in the dwk 
when Joseph Carats were about. 

Suppose he should come back, what could they do ? 

He would certainly come armed, and Michel would 
try to shoot him with one of his pistols, and would, 
without doubt, get shot himself. John Jaffo was a 
good man and probably brave, but after all he had 
only one hand and Joseph Carat would stick at nothing 
to rain his ends. 

What could he be wanting ? If it was simply to 
know where they were and what they were doing, his 
visit might have satisfied him. But she doubted there 
was more in it than that. 

He was a schemer, a plotter who looked far ahead, 
with evil intent in all he did. 

If he had come simply to make sure they were there, 
then behind that there was some ill-meaning, and 
sooner or later he would come back to carry his wicked 
plans through. 

She fell asleep at times, with her tired brain still 
spinning gruesome cobwebs, thinner than thought, 
heavier than chains, and woke each time more weary 
than the last. 

70 
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Then she would imagine sounds in the old house, 
and would lie quaking, with every tired nerve on the 
strain to catch them again. 

And once, so sure was she of something moving in 
the room below, that she got out of bed, slipped on 
her dressing-gown and slippers, and opened her door 
to make quite sure that she was mistaken. 

It might be nothing — ^the wind in the chimney — 
she had heard it make ten times as much noise as that 
and never been troubled by it. But her mind was set 
on terrors and she must satisfy it. 

She slipped noiselessly along the stone passage, one 
more shadow among the rest— down the stone steps — 
and her heart gave a kick that caught her breath, at 
sight of a faint line of light beneath the door of the 
sitting-room. 

The fire maybe I— or perhaps Michel come down to 
keep watch ? 

Sne opened the door and looked in. 

A man stood by her father's opened secretaire, where 
he kept all his papers. At the opening of the door he 
had seized a pistol from the table by his side and 
levelled it at the intruder. A lantern on top of the 
secretaire gave light enough to show Mademoiselle that 
her life was at the mercy of that little round black hole 
which drew her eyes, and the steady hand behind it. 

" Come in, Mademoiselle ! " said the voice she hated, 
" and close the door softly, if you please." And, as 
she perforce obeyed, he walked quietly to the door and 
locked it. 

" What right have you here ? " she asked, through 
her set teeth, for her heart was like to choke her with 
its jumping, and if she had not set her teeth tightly 
they would have betrayed her. 

'' The right of obeying my orders," with a shrug of 
disdain at so elementary a question. 

" What is it you want ? " 

" The papers — ^and other things — which the Citizen 
St. Aubin carried away with him from Paris. The 
State requires them." 
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"And sends a housebreaker after them" — she 
could not deny herself. ..." But you are too late. 
You will have to follow them to London." 

" He has them with him ? " 

*' Do you suppose he would leave them here ? '* 

He gazed at her steadily for a moment from imder 
his knitted black brows. 

" All the same, I must satisfy myself and those who 
send me." 

" My compliments to them, monsieur, on their 
methods and their tools." 

His only answer to that was another shrug, more 
expressive than words of his absolute carelessness of 
her opinions on any subject whatever. 

" Sit there I " he pointed to a chair with the muzzle 
of his pistol. " And sit still ! " — and turned and went 
on with his search, but she knew that his ears were 
intent on her, though his eyes were on the papers he 
was running through with the speed of one who knew 
just what he was looking for and whose time was 
short. 

" You are right," he said, at last. " They are not 
here. Where then ? " and his keen black eyes ranged 
round the room for further possibilities. 

" In London," said Mademoiselle once more. 

*' Or in his bedroom I That will be upstairs, I 
presume." 

" If Michel hears you he will kill you." 

" Or I him. The chances will be in my favour, as 
I shall be expecting him, and I do not often miss," and 
his low laugh was evil to hear. 

That he would not miss the chance, or his aim, she 
could well believe, for hlfe hatred of them all was part — 
and a large part — of his life. He would welcome the 
chance and his aim would be sure. 

" You are a wicked man, Joseph Garat. You are 
a devil 1 " said Mademoiselle fiercely through her teeth 
again, for she already pictured Michel lying on the^ 
ground with a great raw hole in his head, bleeding to^ 
death, 
o 
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" I take after my grandfather." 

Then there came a sound on the locked door, like 
the groping of fingers in the dark, the handle turned, 
and Michel's voice cried, " Ren6e, are you here ? " 

Garat stood with the pistol in his right hand, and 
with his left commanded her to silence. Then, 
appreciating his opportunity, with another jerk of the 
hAnd, he said — 

" Open it ! " 

She stood up and glided towards the door. 

" I will not, and she stood facing him boldly. 

" Ren6e, Ren^, what's wrong ? Open the door I " 
from Michel outside, and he hammered lustily on it 
with his fists. 

They stood so for the space of near a minute, and it 
seemed a long one by reason of the quick whirl of their 
thoughts. 

" If I open, he will have Michel at a disadvantage 
and will shoot him. He shall kill me first. He shall 
kill me first. He shall kill me first," was the peal that 
rang through hers. 

" A mighty chance I I can kill her first and then 
the cub," was the burden of his, and his finger crooked 
on the trigger. 

But he could not. No man is wholly evil, and the 
spark of good in this man flickered up and prevented 
lum. 

Michel he would have shot down without a moment's 
compunction, and sped him with a laugh. 

But to shoot down this girl in the swelling tide of 
her youthful beauty I — ^to shatter such a marvel of 
loveliness into blood-bespattered clay I — ^to cut in an 
instant the full-bounding current of her life and end 
her for ever ! He could not do it. 

Her dressing-gown had fallen apart as she started 
up, with clenched fists and blazing eyes. She gave 
no heed to it. 

The little bare feet in the woollen slippers ! — ^The 
graceful outline of her figure, so slight out so com- 
manding, in the clinging white night-dress I The 
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slender white column of her throat, rising out of her 
frills and laces 1 The crowning beauty of the vivid 
dark face, and those great lustrous eyes, gemmed 
each with a blazing star from his lantern, as they 

fazed unflinchingly into the mouth of his pistol ! — 
[e could not do it. 

" Soit 1 " he said hoarsely, for the strife within 
him had been fierce and hot. " It will be for another 
time. Better hold him for a minute. If he follows 

me " he waved his pistol menacingly, picked up 

his lantern, and disappeared down the steps of the 
refectory. 

Michel's wild tattoo had roused John Jago. She 
heard his voice outside, and Mrs. Jago's, and Duance's, 
all asking at once if the house was on fire. 

Then at last she turned the key and let them in. 

" What is it then, little one ? Why had you locked 
the door and who were you talking with ? " cried 
Michel. 

But she had stumbled back to her chair, the over- 
strung nerves all laxed and limp, and her heart, which 
had braced itself to a strong steady beat so long as the 
need remained, was kicking and fluttering now like a 
wild bird in a cage. 

John Jago dug a splinter into the ashes and lit a 
candle, and they stood roimd her, questioning 
amazedly. 

" It is finished," she said with a great sigh of relief. 
" It was Judas " 

" Garat ? " cried Michel astoundedly, and eyed her 
keenly for signs of aberration. 

" See ! " she pointed to the ransacked secretaire. 
" He wanted some papers which he says our father has. 
I caught him at it and he kept me here with his 
pistol." 

" Where's he got to ? " and Michel prepared to 
follow. 

But she stopped him. 

" He wants you to follow so that he may kill you. 
He bade me open the door to you so that he might 

G 2 

Digitized by LjOOQIC 



84 THE GUARDED MOUNTS 

shoot you as you came in. Why he did not kill me I 
do not know." 

" And how came he in ? " asked John Jago. ** And 
how did he get out ? " 

" He went that way," she nodded towards the 
refectory, and Michel went off with the candle to look, 
and left them in the dark. 

*' It's God's mercy you're alive, my dear," said 
Mrs. Jago. *^ But it'd be a braa ugly auld Dane that 
could hurt a hair of yore pretty head." 

" The windows are all fastened and the doors all 

bolted " said Michel as he came back with John 

Jago. 

" Saw to 'em all meself," said John conclusively. 

*' Are you sure it wasn't all a bad dream, child ? " 
and Michel stared at her doubtfully. 

For reply she pointed to the secretaire, alongside 
which, on the floor, were clots of earth from Garat's 
boots, and on the level top Michel found a ring of oil 
where the lantern had stood. 

Duance and Mrs. Jago took her up to bed, and she 
fell asleep and slept soundly till morning. 

Michel and John Jago sat up all night, but did no 
good by it. 

In the morning they made the amazing discovery 
that Garat, after leaving the room below, must have 
made his way upstairs, for M. de St. Aubin's room had 
undoubtedly been entered and searched while they 
were busy down below. But how the intruder got 
in and out of the house, and managed to avoid them 
in the passages, was beyond them, and left in their 
minds a feeling of vast discomfort and insecurity. 

John Bastian and Dick, summoned to councU at 
the earliest moment in the morning, were as much at 
sea as the rest of them. 

Dr. Dan, when he heard of the matter, expressed 
himself volubly, and was for scouring the country for 
trace of the marauder. Which he did, but got little 
for his pains, beyond the fact that a foreign, presum- 
ably French, sloop had been noticed hovering in the 
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ofiSng off Looe Bar for some days past, greatly to the 
disturbance of John Carter's mind» smee he saw in it 
deep-laid schemes on the part of the Customs to get 
at him in treacherous guise. He had loaded all his 
little brass guns and mustered all his forces, and was 
much relieved when he heard that it was the Mount 
that was the stranger's objective and not his own 
hidden stores. 

The sloop, however, had disappeared by this time, 
and they could only suppose that it was she who had 
landed Garat and picked him up on the failure of his 
attempt. 

Will Penrose, the steward, consulted, had no know- 
ledge of hidden entrances, but acknowledged the 
existence of cellars in the rock which he had never 
fully explored himself, and the outlets of these into 
the house itself were forthwith sealed up with great 
blocks of granite well cemented with mortar. 

Bastian, after much pondering over the matter, 
suggested the possibility of old plans of the Mount, 
and all its ancient rooms and hidden ways, being in 
the possession of the former keepers of the twin Mount 
of St. Michel in Normandy, and of these having been 
placed at the service of Garat for his midnight visit. 
And that was as near as they ever got to the truth. 
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CHAPTER XII 

PILLAR TO POST 

The Plymouth coach in due course set M. de St. 
Aubin down at the Saracen's Head in Snow Hill, and 
he engaged a room there and then set about his 
business. 

And weary work he found it, Mid wished many times 
before he was done with it that this part of the work 
had fallen to some one else's lot — some one perchance 
whose feelings, either by nature or by custom, were less 
sensitive than his own. More than once he was 
tempted to scrape the London mud off his boots, and 
retire to his sanctuary in the west, and leave the 
Bourbons to their fate. 

It was only thought of the simple valiant souls 
anxiously awaiting his word in the gloomy Breton 
forests, and ready at that word to fling themselves on 
death without a moment's hesitation, that kept him 
there, gnawing his heart at the things he heard and 
saw and suffered. 

His respect for the brothers of his late master had 
never been very high. Since Monsieur's aloofness, 
and Monseigneur's early desertion and flight across 
the frontier when first the troubles began, he had 
thought still less of them; and the argument that it 
was only a stem idea of duty that carried them away, 
in hopes of obtaining outside help for the King, made 
no great appeal to his own high sense of the fitness of 
things. 

Still, and in spite of their own inadequacies, they 
were the sole available representatives, for the time 
being, of the House of Bourbon, for since Egalit6's 
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vote for the death of the King the very name of Orldans 
was anathema to him. 

The Comtc d'Artois, usually known as Monseigneur, 
the younger of his late master's brothers, happened 
to be in London, and M. de St. Aubin solicited an 
interview. 

It was a matter, however, that took time, and he 
took advantage of this opportunity to make the 
acquaintance of his bankers, Sir George Lauriston, 
and his son Charles, with whom all his funds were 
lodged, and more than once, during this trying time 
of waiting, he enjoyed the hospitality of the great 
house in Grosvenor Place. 

With Charles Lauriston he came to be on very 
friendly terms, and freely discussed with him his hopes 
and fears and intentions. 

From Sir George he received much shrewd advice, 
and most outspoken warnings against reposing any 
faith whatever in any member of the House of 
Bourbon. 

" They will take all you give and give you little in 
return," was the burden of all his monitions. 

And when the Marquis advanced the plea that one 
could not choose one s princes any more than one's 
parents, and that in default of better one had to use 
what one had, the old man replied, ** Put not your 
trust in princes, the old Book says, and he was a wise 
man that said it, for he knew. I would sooner trust 
young William Pitt than all the princes ever bom." 

** But I can't get him to lead my Bretons into Paris. 
And besides they wouldn't follow him." 

" He's got better work to do at home," said the old 
banker. But I've seen more than I want of princes, 
M. de St. Aubin, as no doubt you have yourself. And 
the more one sees of them the less one thinks of them. 
It's the fault of their upbringing, I suppose, and the 
atmosphere in which they live. Both very enervat- 
ing," with a depreciative shake of the head. 

" They are not as a rule the wisest of mankind — 
as they ought by rights to be," acknowledged the 
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Marquis. '' But one can only take things as one finds 
them/' 

" Your countrymen have come to a different con- 
clusion. They couldn't mend them so they've ended 
them. Maybe the mending will come out of it in time. 
I'm not at all sure that you're doing the best thing 
for your country in trying to get the Bourbons back." 

" You would leave it in the hands of the mob ? " 

** There's maybe more brains in the people than in 
the princes. Nay, there's no maybe about it, and you 
know it, M. le Marquis." 

" Once order is re-established I would give them 
every chance of using their brains. But that is the 
first thing to do." 

" Well, well ! For your own sake I will wish you 
well through it. As to the rest — I have my doubts." 

After much travelling from pillar to post and many 
exasperating delays, M. de St. Aubin at length suc- 
ceeded in obtaining an interview with M. d'Artois. 

And if, instead of offering the exiled one an oppor- 
tunity for a shrewd blow at those to whom his exile 
was due, and the chance of i-ehabilitating the fortunes 
of his house, the Marq^uis had come to solicit personal 
favour for himself, his reception could hardly have 
been less encouraging. 

M. d'Artois received him surrounded by such small 
attempt at a Court as his straitened circumstances 
permitted — ^the Marquis de Riviere, the Count de 
Vaudreuil, the Bishop of Arras, the Chevalier de 
Pontignac, the Count de Serrifere, eight or fen in all, 
and not a friendly face among them ; for the devoted 
followers of the late King had always held themselves 
somewhat aloof from the intriguers who surrounded 
his brothers, and these again, each in their own little 
circle, looked askance at the others and were ever- 
lastingly planning and plotting to get the better of 
them. 

" Ah, it is M. de St. Aubin I " said the Prince. 
" And you bring us news from France, monsieur le 
Marquis ? " 
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" Great news, Monseigneur, and grave news." 

** And gcxxl news, let us hope." 

"That rests with your Highness. The whole of 
the west is ready to burst into flame. Wisely directed 
the conflagration should sweep Paris bare of the rascals 
who have possessed her." 

" You think so, St. Aubin ? You think so ? " 

" With La Vendue we shaU muster three hundred 
thousand men " 

** Three hundred thousand ! " — ^and the unhopeful 
faces about him showed more interest. " It is an 
army." 

" An army second to none, Monseigneur, in its 
devotion to its Church and its King. For these it will 
fight to the death." 

" Its King, I see, comes second ? " said M. d'Artois 
with a wry smile. 

** We must take things as we find them, Monseigneur, 
and turn them to best account." 

" And when do you move, and how can we help ? " 

" The men are ready — eager to move. But we 
need many things. Your Highness knows the con- 
ditions in Brittany. We want money, arms, horses, 
guns ** 

The unsympathetic faces about him froze again. 

" Mon Dieu, monsieur, where am I to find all these 
things ? You ask impossibilities." 

" Only bare necessities, your Highness. At present 
we are a mob — ^many mobs — ^ill-armed and scattered. 
We want a nucleus. We must combine. A force of 
say twenty thousand regulars as a backbone and we 
are invincible." 

** But where in Heaven's name can I find all this — I, 
who have nothinff ? " 

" Monseigneur nas everything. From what I have 
gathered, the British government would not be averse 
to finding both means and men. Properly represented 
to them " 

" They might. They might. YHiat do you say, 
Vaudrcuil, Riviere ? " 
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" It is madness,'* said the Bishop, who believed 
more in finesse than in force, and who feared eclipse 
if the miUtary element came too much to the front. 
" Peasants can never make head against regulars." 

" They have done in La Vendue," said Fontignac. 

" And in Brittany," said M. de St. Aubin quietly. 

" There would be no harm in trying at all events," 
said Vaudreuil. 

" Mr. Pitt is never short of money," said one who 
saw but the outsides of things and scented plunder. 

" And money will provide all the rest," said 
Riviere. 

" All except the chief thing of all," said M. de St. 
Aubin, inexorably. 

" And that is ? " 

" Yourself as leader, Monseigneur. That is 
essential." 

" But, mon Dieu " 

*^ It is the one demand of all those hundreds of 
thousands of devoted souls. Lead them and you can 
lead them into Paris." 

** What say you, de Rivi&re, Vaudreuil, Arras ? " 

** Your Highnesses life is a very valuable one," said 
the Bishop. " The matter must be carefully weighed 
and considered." 

** That can wait till we learn what the government 
will do," said de Rivifere. " If they will not help, 
then " 

" That is so," said the Prince, with visible relief. 
"We will sound them then and conmiunicate with 
you, M. de St. Aubin." 

" May I be permitted then to urge upon your High- 
ness that the matter presses and delay may be 
fatal." 

" Yes, yes, I understand. Rivifere, you will see to 
it," and there M. de St. Aubin had perforce to leave it. 

Thereupon more delays, explicable enough under 
the circumstances, but none tne less galling to one 
whose heart was with those eager peasants in the west 
and their anxious leaders, and *who knew the danger 
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of every day that passed leaving their prayer un- 
answered. 

Weeks passed, but not one day of them without a 
call at the Prince's lodgings on the part of M. de St. 
Aubin, to learn what progress had been made. 

Once again only did he see M. d'Artois himself, and 
was assured by him that things were going beyond 
expectation, and that when the time came he would 
be prepared to fall in with the Marquis's views and 
put himself at the head of the movement. But the 
matter needed time. Even Mr. Pitt could not act 
single-handed, willing as he was to help. The money 
was promised, and the men, and the guns. Every- 
thing was progressing favourably, and as soon as a 
definite date could be named for the rising, M. de St. 
Aubin should be at once informed of it. 

So the Marquis sent, under cover to John Bastian, 
begging him to have it delivered by means of John 
Carter or any other trusty agent who might be passing 
into Brittany, a cryptic message for M. de Puisaye, 
informing him how matters stood and begging him to 
have everything in readiness for sudden action. Time 
and place of mnding of the chief and the British 
contingent, he promised to send on the moment these 
were settled, or to bring the word himself. 

Uncle Nick Rodda was already back in Morlaix, 
and John Carter would have no other boat going 
inunediately. So Bastian bade Aunt Becky pack an 
extra-sized hamper of eatables, shipped John Broad 
and Bob Ivy, gently but firmly refused Dick's com- 
pany, on the plea that the Marquis had left Mademoi- 
selle in their charge and one of them must stop to 
carry out that trust, and slipped out past Mountamo- 
pus just at dusk one day in The KiUiwake. 

They ran past Taureau Castle and up the rade into 
Morlaix in time for breakfast next morning, and 
within twelve hours — by means of some wonderful 
system of transmission of news which was hidden from 
ham — ^he was brought face to face with M. de Puisaye 
and the two peasant leaders — Jean Cottereau, better 
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known as Jean Chouan ; and Louis Treton, known all 
over Brittany and La Vendue as Jambe-d'Argent, 
from the tin plate which formed part of his wooden 
leg — ^in whose hands were all the threads of the 
insurrectionary movement in the further west. 

They received him at first with reserve, but at sight 
of M. de St. Aubin's letter, with warmest welcome and 
great jubilation, and twenty-four hours later he was 
safe back at the Mount, carrying with him a very hiffh 
opinion of the men he had met and some hopes of the 
prospects of their great venture. 

M. de St. Aubin, meanwhile, had been turning his 
weariness of waiting to account by deepening his 
acquaintance with the Lauristons, and seeing some- 
thing of London, and learning all he could of the 
British system of government. Time might come, he 
thought, when his own country would be ripe for 
similar institutions and such an opportimity might 
never recur. 

So from the gallery of the House, whenever he could 
procure admission, he watched and heard the debates, 

frew almost familiar, at a distance, with Mr. Pitt, and 
ox, and Burke, and the rest, and pondered and 
assimilated all he heard ; and but for that urgent cry 
from the west, which pressed so heavily on his heart, 
he would have been content and considered his time 
not ill spent. 

But tne weary waiting came to an end when, one 
morning, M. de Pontiroac came to his hotel with the 
information that at last all was settled. Mr. Pitt 
promised a contingent of between three and five 
thousand men, with a good supply of cannon, swords, 
pistols and muskets for thirty thousand men; and 
£10,000 in money. 

^^ It is Uttle enough," said M. de St. Aubin soberly. 
" I wanted at least £20,000.** 

"We pressed for that amount to the utmost, I 
assure you, monsieur. But beggars, you know " 

" We must endeavour to make it do, but truly it 
is a small sum for idl that is required of it. Ten 
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thousand pounds to recover a crown I Well I 
WeU 1 " 

" And the men and material." 

^^We are three hundred thousand and lack most 
things. However, — ^and Monseigneur ? He under- 
takes to lead us ? " 

^^ Oh, assuredly I He is in fact burning to set 
out." 

" And the date — ^and place of landing ? " 

" The expedition is to sail from Plymouth on the 
seventh of next month. As to the place, I come to 
consult with you, since the coast and the country and 
all the conditions are known to you better than to 
us." 

** Then, monsieur, since so much depends on the 
secrecy of the movement, you will arrange for the 
expedition to sail under orders which I will impart to 
the commander as soon as we are afloat." 

^^ You would lead Monseigneur blindfold ? I am 
not sure " 

" These things always get out. Once disclose the 
place of landing and the Blues will have all their forces 
there to meet us. You know it is so." 

*' I will at all events do my best to impress upon 
Monseigneur the reasonableness of the precaution. 
But you know what princes are." 

" He will appreciate the necessity, I am sure. How 
soon can I be permitted audience of him ? I would 
get away now as soon as possible. Every day is 
precious." 

" As to that," said Pontignac, with a shrug which 
covered a touch of embarrassment, *' I fear you will 
not be able to see him till you meet on board ship at 
Plvmouth." 

Oh ? " and M. de St. Aubin's feelings came 

near to explosion at the seeming discourtesy. 

Here was he offering this exiled prince the chance 
of a crown, the reversion at all events of which would 
be his, and yet he was to be kept at arm's length and 
treated as though he came begging favours for himself. 
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But M. de Pontignac's next words explained the 
matter and relieved the apparent affront of its 
sting. 

" To tell you the truth, my dear St. Aubin, and I 
will beg of you to keep it to yourself, his Highness has 
had to take temporary lodging in Holyrood, in Scot- 
land, to escape the too pressing attentions of his 
creditors, and he will probably have to remain there 
until you meet him at Plymouth." 

** I am grieved to hear of his distress, Chevalier — 
sorely grieved. ... It behoves those of us who 
foresaw, and made provision, to share with those who 
did not. I will see if it is in my power to help." 

" His Highness will, I am sure, be very sensible of 
anything your generosity should prompt, my dear 
sir, and I will not fail to inform him of your goodness. 
The knowledge of his necessities weighs very heavily 
upon us who are witnesses of his distress." 

" To whom shall I address myself in the matter ? " 

" Du Theil is acting for his Highness at present." 

" I will conununicate with Monsieur du Theil. And 
it is understood that we meet at Plymouth — say, on 
the sixth of next month. If any change in the 
arrangements should become necessary you will 
advise me promptly, M. le Chevalier, for, you under- 
stand, the movements of three himdred thousand men 
depend upon us." 

I will see to it, M. le Marquis." 

" And now, as to the disposal of the money. Here 
is a list of the things we need, and the people who 
will supply them, and the prices. That will have to 
be cut down by rather more than one-half. Let us 
see now 1 " — and he set to work on the re-arrangement 
of his figures. " It is a grievous pity, for we were 
short enough before. This final item, however, one 
thousand two hundred and fifty louis in gold, remains 
intact. They are essential to us. You will please 
procure them without fail, and bring them with you. 
Nothing without the king's head on it will pass in 
Brittany in these days, and we need these to start us 
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on our way. Once started, we shall, I hope, roll 
right on to Paris. You understand it all ? 

" I quite understand, and I promise you everything 
shall be done as though you were here to see to it 
yourself, M. le Marquis." 

" We shall depend upon you, M. le Chevalier. I 
would stay and see to it but that I must get across to 
Brittany to complete arrangements there." 

" You will be back in time." 

" If by any chance I should not, one I can trust will 
meet you at Plymouth on the sixth with full instruc- 
tions, and you will find me waiting for you on the 
other side." 

" His Highness would, I am sure, prefer yourself." 

*' Nothing but direst necessity shall prevent me, I 
assure you." 

And they parted on excellent terms, M. de St. 
Aubin in higher spirits than he had been for many a 
day. If he had not got quite all he had hoped, still 
he had got much, and the thought of striking a valiant 
blow for the cause he had at heart set his blood leaping 
buoyantly. 
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CHAPTER XIII 

HIGH THINGS AND LOW 

Tn£R£ was no coach for the west until the morrow, 
so M. de St. Aubin, after completing his few prepara- 
tions, wended his way thoughtfully into the City 
to say good-bye to Sir George and Charles Lauriston. 
And as he went he pondered the idea that was in his 
mind respecting a contribution towards the necessities 
of the prince. 

He was naturally of a liberal disposition, and the 
generous treatment he had himself received from Sir 
John St. Aubyn inclined him to open his purse to 
this pressing need even wider than he might have 
otherwise deemed necessary. 

Their expenses at the Mount were comparatively 
small, and were, he hoped and believed, not likely 
to run on for any great length of time. Before long 
his own revenues from Normandy and Brittany would 
be available again, and this temporary depletion of 
his capital would then be of but trifling account. 

He could, he thought, spare a few thousands with- 
out undue stress. His thousands indeed were not 
very many, but the thought of a Prince of the Blood 
of ins royal house hiding in holes and corners from 
his creditors gave him most poignant distress, and the 
more he thought of it the more urgent became the 
necessity for him to relieve it. 

Sir George was out when he reached the bank. 
Captain Charles received him with his usual frank 
heartiness and a knowing twinkle in his eye. 

" May I congratulate you then, M. le Marquis ? " 
he asked in a smiling whisper, as soon as they were 
alone in the private office. 

96 
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" On what grounds, M. Charles ? " 

" On the success of your mission. When do you 
start the fiery ball rolling ? " 

" How then ? Is it Imown ? " asked the Marquis, 
anxiously. 

" Only by inference, my dear sir. I had no inten- 
tion of disquieting you, I assure you. The matter 
is known only, as far as we are concerned, to my 
father and myself, and to John Sax, of course. You 
see we are the depositaries of certain funds which 
Mr. Pitt administers himself, and, as you know, we 
have Mr. Pitt's confidence. At his request I have 
to-day paid over to a confidential agent of M. d'Artois 
the sum of £20,000 for the furtherance of a certain 
scheme " 

" £20,000 I " 

" Yes, truly, it is not a large sum for the reconquest 
of a kingdom, but I understand further assistance in 
kind — ^in men and arms — ^is in course of provision. 
I trust you will find it sufficient for your purpose." 

" I hope so. I hope so," murmurea M. de St. 
Aubin, very busy with his own thoughts which had 
received a startling shock. 

£20,000 from Lauristons ! £10,000 only, according 
to Pontignac 1 £10,000 — I Dieu-de-Dieu, what did 
it mean ? 

" You have paid this money to-day, M. Charles ? '* 
he asked, to assure himself that he was not, perchance, 
suffering from some horrible delusion. 

'^ In matters of this kind the ordinary rules of 
business do not apply," said Charles, with a smile. 
" We get no receipt. But here — " unlocking a 
drawer and taking out a paper — " are my instructions 
from Mr. Pitt and a note of how they were carried 
out." 

M. de St. Aubin waved it away. Charles Lauris- 
ton's word was quite enough for him. 

" I came only to say good-bye," he said, rishi^r 
somewhat abruptly, and consciously unlike his usual 
self. " I have to thank you and your father for your 

H 
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many attentions, M. Charles. If fortune favours us 
I trust we may all meet in happier circumstances. 
Now I must not occupy your valuable time. You 
will carry my compliments and thanks to your father 
also, and assure lum of my deepest gratitude for all 
his kindnesses." 

As he still held Charles's hand — as though the honest 
feel of it was grateful to him — ^he asked, ^^ Is it true 
that M. d'Artois is in danger from his creditors at the 
moment ? " 

^^ It might perhaps be truer that his creditors are 
in more dUtnger from M. d'Artois,'' said Charles, with 
a meaning smile. '^ I believe he is quite safe in 
Holyrood. But doubtless the matter will be adjusted 
before long. Perhaps it is yourself will bring about 
the happy settlement, M. le Marquis." 

" How ? — ^Ah, yes, I see ! Let us hope so I Now, 
once more, my most grateful thanks t — ^and good- 
bye I " 

And he went back along the crowded streets more 
heavily than he had come. 

What was this monstrous doubt that had leapt 
full-bom into his heart at Charles Lauriston's words, 
and gripped and wrung him ? 

In Lauristons themselves he had the most implicit 
confidence. They had paid over that day to the 
r.gent of M. d'Artois the sum of £20,000 for a specific 
purpose — ^for that specific purpose to which, for the 
time being, all his own energies and his life itself were 
dedicated. 

And an agent of M. d'Artois had assured him that, 
in spite of all their efforts and representations, all 
they had been able to obtain for that specific purpose 
was £10,000. 

Lauriston's £20,000 1 Pontignac's £10,000 ! 
£10,000—? Dieu-de-Dieu-de-Dieu 1— what did it 
mean ? 

Lauriston's word was to him conclusive. 

Pontij^ac's — ? 

His mind's eye roved again over the faces of 
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Monseigneur's little court, as they had met him that 
first day when he had laid his plans before them. 
He recalled them — cold, impassive, not indeed posi- ' 
tively hostile — still, not friendly. Must he now 
label them something worse ? 

Their necessities were obvious. Had the opportu- 
nity proved too much for them ? 

Was it possible that gentlemen of France could 
stoop so low ? 

Alas ! — he confessed to himself, and felt his own 
unblemished honour bruised in the confession — the 
ties of honour, ay, even of simplest honesty and 
veracity, had slackened terribly in these later years. 
Right and Wrong had swung from their moorings and 
drifted off with the tide along with Morality and 
Decorum. A Louis de Narbonne could live in 
splendour on the sums his mother extorted from poor 
old Madame Adelaide, the King's aunt, and none think 
the worse of him. A Due de Coigny could tell his 
daughters, on their introduction to Court life, as his 
final word for the regulation of their conduct — 

" Remember this — in this country vice is immater- 
ial, but ridicule is fatal." 

Yes — anything was possible, the very worst prob- 
able. The sickness of his heart could not blind the 
eyes of his clear and capable understanding. He had 
seen so much, and heard so much more. 

For a dread fu] span the foimdations of his life sank 
from under him. His eyes — ^haggard and weary 
with the horror of it all — ^were opened to the miry 
welter that lay beneath the purple and the gold. 

Was it to this, and the re-establishment of this, 
that his life was dedicated ? Were the people in the 
right after all ? Were they justified in sweeping it 
all away ? Was the time for redress and reform 
gone by for ever ? 

No, he assured himself, if once they got back, 
if ever they got back, it should be to a nobler, cleaner 
state. They had gone through the fire. They 
would come out purged and purified. 
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And by dint of over-much thinkihg — so loth is a 
man of honour to impute entirely unworthy motives 
to his fellows — ^he came at last to doubt the absolute 
justice of his own original verdict. 

Justice and Mercy must go hand in hand — or how 
should any man live ? 

That M. d'Artois was cognisant of the matter, he 
stubbornly refused to permit himself to believe. 

And these others, who in their extremity had seen 
and seized their opportunity — ^might it not be that 
they had done it vrith loathmg and distress of mind, 
for their unconscious master's sake ? 

They were witnesses of his daily harassments — 
the ignoble struggle with poverty, the mean subter- 
fuges of the penniless worried by importunate credi- 
tors — and he, a Prince of the Blood, accustomed all 
his life simply to ask and to have. 

After all — was it any great wonder ? — ^And, without 
a doubt, they must be suffering bitterly, in heart and 
conscience, at having to stoop to such a deed. 

The treachery to himself and the cause he had at 
heart — ^which ought surely to be as much theirs as his 
— bit him sorely, but before morning there was more 
of pity and sorrow in his heart for them than of anger. 

He saw too — ^he had seen from the very first — ^that 
there was nothing to be said — ^nothing to be done. 

If he raised the question, the Prince's anger with 
his followers would inevitably recoil upon him. They 
had his ear. They would show him that, rightly or 
wrongly, they had done it for him. And in turn they 
would round upon the scheme of invasion and this 
great chance would be lost. For the sake of those eager 
souls in Brittany, to whom he had already sent that 
word of hope, he must leave the matter where it was. 

The cause would suffer somewhat without a doubt. 
£10,000 would have procured so very many more of 
the things they so urgently required. Still, they had 
got much, and they must make it do. 

And he had promised Pontignac something towards 
the Prince's necessities 1 
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For a moment the idea occurred to him to apply 
that promised contribution towards the deficit in the 
subsidy. 

But only for a moment. He recoiled from the 
thought. It was foreign to his nature. He had 
never yet seen two blacks make a white. He had 
promised and it was not in him to say, " You have 
robbed me of a portion of my fighting fund, I will 
withhold from you the contribution I promised to your 
necessities." 

He had promised 1 And a St, Aubin never went 
back on his word. 

He wrote out a cheque for £8000 and enclosed it 
with a few lines expressive of his deep feeling at 
Monseigneur's extremity, and of his own regret that 
his contribution thereto could not be larger, and 
addressed it to the Prince himself at HolyrocS Castle, 
Edinburgh. 

Then, very weary, he turned in for a couple of 
hours' rest and slept soundly. 

Charles Lauriston, discussing the day's doings with 
his father that night, told him of M. de St. Aubin's 
call, and gave him the Marquis's warm messages of 
thanks. 

" His manner was somewhat unusual," com- 
mented Charles. " He seemed quite upset at my 
knowing anything of the matter. Though I think I 
reassur^ him on that point." 

" Had he received the money ? " asked Sir George 
shrewdly. 

'^ I did not ask him, but, from his manner, I should 
say not." 

" To whom did you pay it ? " 

" To Du Theil, the Prince's major-domo, and 
Pontignac. They came together, with the order." 

** It would be interesting to know how much of it 
eventually reaches St. Aubin," said Sir George, with 
shrewdly-noddinfT head. 

" Why— you don't really think " began Charles 

impulsively. 
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" They are very sorely pressed, and men in that 
condition do things that are not natural to them," 
said his father quietly. " I am only sorry St. 
Aubin is in any way mixed up with them. My 
own opinion of M. d'Artois is not a high one — ^though 
maybe one should not judge any man till one knows 
all his circumstances." And good reason he had to 
say that, as we all know now. 

** M. de St. Aubin himself is a fine man, at all events." 

'* An honest man and no fool I I'm glad he has 
the good sense to hold on to what he has saved from 
the wreck. He'll need it all before he's through 
with it." 

" You doubt the success of the enterprise, sir ? " 

" I would doubt the success of any enterprise in 
which any Bourbon was mixed up. And I'm not at 
all sure that the success of M. de St. Aubin's enter- 
prise would be for the good of his country. The 
rottenness in high places needed cleaning out " 

" If St. Aubin won through he would have great 
influence surely, and would see to that." 

" The Bourbons would take everything he could 
give and would give nothing in return. He would 
have no more influence than any other, if I read them 
right." 

When, ten days later, M. de St. Aubin's cheque 
came into their hands, and Sir George saw where the 
money had gone, he shook his head, and said, ^' He 
is more of a fool than I thought him." 
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THE LOWERING SHADOW 

M. DE St. Aubin got back to the Mount just a 
month from the day he left it, and the welcome he 
received showed how much he had been missed. 

He crossed the Causeway on foot, and word of his 
arrival flew round, and John Bastian and Dick Basset 
hastened out to give him hearty greeting. 

They all went up the slope together to surprise 
Mademoiselle's joy at seeing her father safe home 
again. 

But little Jan Broad had been before them, and met 
them with a grin on his face, and his right hand deep 
in his voluminous trousers' pocket, gripping treasure, 
and at his heels came Michel and Mademoiselle, 
radiant with delight as she flung herself into her 
father's arms. 

" Oh, but I am so glad, glad to have you back, my 
father. Don't go away again 1 " 

He kissed her warmly, and drew their arms through 
his, and as they climbed the rocky way the stay-at- 
homes pantingly tried to tell him the whole month's 
news in five minutes. 

He was amazed at the recital of Garat's invasion. 

" The papers he seeks are not here," he said, " and 
the Convention has no right to them in any case. 
But it was just like that scoundrel to take advantage 
of my absence, and I can only thank God that no 
more harm came of it." 

When he heard how John Bastian had carried his 
message across to Brittany in The Kittiwakcy he wrung 
his hand with fervour. 

*' It was gallantly done, my friend. It encourages 
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me to hope that you may be willing to give me further 
help in that direction. I must get across myself as 
soon as possible. Our time is limited now, and I am 
anxious above all that nothing should fail in our 
arrangements on the other side." 

" Must you go, father ? " asked Ren6e wistfully. 

" Yes, my child," and there it ended. 

Mrs. Jago and John and Duance stood waiting for 
them in the doorway, their faces ample testimony to 
his character as a master, and as soon as she had 
greeted him, Mrs. Jago turned away to prepare such 
a meal as should make up for any deficiencies in that 
respect since he left. 

So you have suffered invasion in my absence, 
Uncle John ? " said the Marquis. 

" Ay ay, sir I — ^though no fault of ours. And how 
the deevil got in and out again*s beyond us, but we've 
stopped every hole we could find an* he'll not get the 
chance again." 

" We'll give them something else to think about 
before long," and they all went in to make the closer 
acquaintance of one of Mrs. Jago's biggest Cornish 
pasties, which within its own crisp envelope contained 
all that the hungriest could desire. 

Then M. de St. Aubin told them very explicitly 
of his doings in London, of all he had seen and heard, 
and of the success of his mission, but said nothing of 
his difficulties, and dropped no hint, by word or tone, 
of the grievous doubts that last interview had left 
in his mind concerning the Prince's followers. 

Dr. Dan came panting in before they had finished 
their meal, and the Vicar followed presently in more 
dignified fashion. Mrs. Jago produced another pasty 
of size as soon as she heard they were there, and Dr. 
Dan assured her that it was the best he had ever 
tasted — ^at which her face was uplifted, since praise 
from such a quarter was praise indeed — but fell 
again when he added, " next to Aunt Rachel 
Rodda's." 

And you really think he will come up to the 
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scratch ? " he asked M. de St. Aubin, when he heard 
the result of his journey. 

" I do not doubt it, monsieur. How should I ? 
He has given his word, and he understands that the 
whole matter depends on him." 

" Ah ! '*— with a cryptic nod. " Well, we will 
hope for the best. I'm afraid I'm a confirmed un- 
believer where the Bourbons are concerned — the 
present ones I mean, of course," with a pacifying bow 
to the Marquis. 

" We have to take men as we find them, M. le 
Docteur, seeing that we cannot make them to our 
minds." 

" And when do you start ? " 

" Our time is limited and I start to-morrow, if M. 
Bastian will carry me over to Morlaix." 

" That is hard on Ma'm'selle," said Dr. Dan, with 
very genuine regret in voice and face. " She has 
been pining for the sight of you, I know. For her 
sake i could almost wish your mission had failed." 

" But not I," said Ren^e energetically. " My 
father's hopes are mine. I only wish he would let 
me go with him," but her face was paler than usual, 
and the flexible mouth which smiled so readily was 
resolutely set to highest endurance, and troubled 
Dick Basset by its unnatural hardness. For he had 
come to know her well during this last month, and he 
read the signs of her face as clearly as his barometer, 
and he knew she was suffering agonies of foreboding 
on behalf of her father and brother. 

" You will both go across there and disappear into 
the woods and get killed," she had burst out, on one 
of her moody days, when she and Michel and Dick 
were alone together. If John Bastian had been there 
she would have held herself in, no doubt. " Oh, I 
know you will, Michel, and it's no good your saying 
you'll do your best not to. Of course you will, but 
it will make no difference. You will be killed all the 
same, and I shall be left all alone. Woe's me I Why 
was I not bom a boy ? " 
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" You make a much better girl," said Michel, and 
Dick heartily agreed with him, but said nothing more 
than his face did. " It was, perhaps, a wise provision 
of Nature, so that if we drop out you may carry on 
the house." 

** I don't want to carry on the house. I want you 
two." 

" Well, even if we go, you'll still have Godefroi," 
and Master Dick's ears pricked up till he wondered 
how their unnatural erection could fail to catch their 
eyes, for this was the first he had heard of Godefroi. 
And whoever he was he hated him because Mademoi- 
selle would still have him as a final resource. 

" And who's Godefroi ? " he managed to ask, and 
was surprised again that a voice that sounded to 
himself like some one else's should attract no attention 
from them. 

" He's our cousin," said Ren6e briefly. 

** He's the head of another branch of the family — 
the St. Croix, that is, if he's still alive," said Michel, 
as lightly as though this were not a matter of most 
appalling moment. " He was colonel in the Regiment 
du Roi up on the frontier, when last we heard. His 
estates are in Picardy, and he's to marry Ren^e 
sometime ^" 

Yes, Dick hated him worse than the Devil himself. 

^* We shall see," said Ren^, as dispassionately as 
though it were some other Ren6e they were discussing. 
'' Meanwhile he is without doubt dead, so he does not 
trouble me." 

" I hope he's not dead. He's a good fellow is 
GSodefroi," said Michel, rasping Dick on the raw with 
every word, as with a sharp-toothed saw, and all un- 
conscious of it. " And he's as rich as Croesus." 

" And forty if he's a day," jerked Ren6e. 

" Past the follies of youth." 

" Some people aren't. Suppose we talk of some- 
thing interesting." 

" Oh fie. Mademoiselle ! What can be more 
interesting than discussion of one's future husband ? '* 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE LOWERING SHADOW 107 

" Discussion of one*s future sister-in-law, for 
example ! " 

" Eh ? " 

" You shall marry Mile. • de Jiimilhac. She is 
hump-backed like her mother, but she will have 
twenty million francs to make up for it. She's got 
her mother's temper, of course, but " 

" Allons I Let us change the subject ! I shall 
choose for myself." 

" I also I said Mademoiselle. 

To her remark — ^before this digression — ^that she 
wished she could accompany them on the Great 
Adventure, her father had made no reply. He knew 
only too well the grim road they had to travel. He 
foresaw all the direful possibilities more plainly even 
than her imagination could picture them. The only 
weight upon his heart was thought of her left desolate 
if the worst should happen. 

But if fears of consequences to one's dear ones were 
to be allowed to dominate one's actions nothing would 
ever be attempted in this world, and it woi3d sink 
to the unheroic level of a frog-pond. It was the 
woman's part, as it always had been, to suffer and to 
wait. 

All he could do was to leave his affairs in such order 
as should, in case of disaster, give her the smallest 
possible inconvenience ; and they were, for the moment, 
m such small compass that that would be easily done. 

For the rest, there was no need to discount the 
chances of winning through and accomplishing no 
less prodigious a feat than the redemption of his 
country. Not all who went into the fight were left 
on the field, though in a cause so glorious no greater 
honour could befall a man. 

So, of his journeying, and the people and places he 
had seen, he would discourse to them at any length. 
But as to the future and its prospects he had little 
to say. 

And of these brighter matters of fact he had so 
much to tell, and Dr. Dan and the Vicar and John 
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Bastian so much to ask, that they sat on until Mrs. 
Jago had to set herself to the preparation of supper 
for the multitude, and Uncle John Jago put fresh oil 
into his ship's lantern for their safety down the path 
in the dark. 

Perhaps, deep down in the comers of their hearts, 
there lurked the fear, which they would not permit 
to shape into actual thought, that this night miffht 
be the very last on which they would all be together 
in this world. There was something of the nature 
of valiant conflict with a hidden foe in their zealous 
pursuit after information as to all that was going on 
m London — ^a hidden foe who waited only for a mo- 
ment of silence to push his venomous head in among 
them-^an enemy who could be scotched and kept 
under by much conversation, but not killed. 

Whatever it was — ^interest in the past or fears for 
the future — ^they were undeniably loth to separate; 
and Mrs. Jago and Duance had gone to bed, and 
Uncle John was yawning fit to dislocate his jaws in 
the kitchen, before the call came for his lantern. 

He was for going down with them to make sure of 
it coming back, as the last time Dr. Dan borrowed 
it, it had remained with him for a whole week, to the 
great annoyance of Uncle John's naval preciseness; 
but M. de St. Aubin took it from him and told him 
to get away to bed, and went all the way down the 
slope with them himself. 

It was when they all stood on the level, just above 
the little burying-ground, that M. de St. Aubin, 
shaking each one very earnestly by the han4> said 
quietly, but with deep emotion — 

" We all know that I and my son may never re- 
turn. I have learned to trust you four gentlemen as I 
would not know whom else to trust. If the worst 
hai 



,ppens 

Whatever happens," burst out Dr. Dan, ** she 
shall be to us as our own." 

" Indeed, yes I as a most sacred trust," confirmed 
the Vicar warmly. 
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" You may leave her safely to our care, sir," said 
John Bastian quietly. 

" I would give my life for her, sir," was what 
Master Dick would have liked to say, but the expres- 
sion of sentiment so deep was foreign to him and he 
onlv looked it. 

I shall go with an easier mind. She will be no 
burden to any one from the money point of view, 
but she would be very desolate. All my papers and 
effects — ^all, that is, that I was able to bnng — are in 
the hands of Lauristons, in London, and in my desk 
up there you will find my will. I thank you all from 
the depths of my heart. We start, then, with the tide, 
M. Bastian." 

" At nine o'clock. Then we can creep in to the 
other side after nightfall." 

" Then, once more, good-bye, and warmest grati- 
tude to you all 1 " and he turned and went slowly 
up the slope with the joggling lamp. 

" A gentleman of the first water — and going to 
his death I very much do fear," said Dr. Dan soberly. 

*' He is bent on what he believes to be his duty," 
said the Vicar. " God grant him a safe deliverance ! 
I wish he had a better cause." 

** We will hope for the best," said John Bastian. 
'* But he is not a man to shirk a danger, and he is 
bound on a dangerous business." 

" You'll see the last of him, John, but I doubt we'll 
never see him again after to-morrow." 

** We won't let Mademoiselle think that, anyway." 

** She does think it," said Dick. " You could see 
it in her face.'* 
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CHAPTER XV 

UNDER THE SHADOW 

When Mademoiselle looked out over the sea from 
her bedroom window, very early next morning, she 
feared at first that a sleepless night had dinmied her 
eyes. 

All below her, as far as eye could reach, was a 
level sea of soft white mist, absolutely motionless, 
blotting out the real sea and all her familiar land- 
marks, except the distant headlands by Lamoma on 
the one side and Halzaphron and Pradanack on the 
other. 

She felt for a moment as an eagle in its eyrie up 
above the clouds may feel, serenely safe from the 
wiles and assaults of the lower world. She could, by 
leaning out, see, straight down below her, just the 
crown of the rock, where Art had clamped her chiselled 
blocks so featly on to Nature's handiwork that the 
old grey walls seemed but the natural outgrowth of 
the corded ribs and iipreaching arms of the hoary 
old Rock in the Wood. But so thick was the soft 
white mist, and so still the morning, that the black 
ledges below were hidden, and not even the sound of 
the sea came up to her. 

For a moment the wild hope sprang up in her that 
this weird white spell upon the sea might hinder her 
father's going. But she choked that down as a 
selfish, womanish weakness. Great things were at 
stake and time was of moment. She dressed quickly, 
tuned her face to its most courageous bearing, and 
went down to speed him on his way. 

It might be their last meal all together. She was 
resolvea that nothing in her should add one jot to the 

no 
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anxieties which must beset him. And so she bore 
herself bravely, yet with a tenderness of affection 
which touched him to the quick in his understanding 
of what she must be suffering. 

" Whatever comes," he said to himself, ** she is 
a true St. Aubin and will bear herself well." 

Any fleeting hopes of temporary reprieval which 
Mademoiselle may have had to nip in the bud were 
dissipated before they had finished oreakf ast. 

The sun shone out on the level sea of mist and 
thinned and loosed its dense white folds. When they 
went down the steep rock-path, which opened 
strangely before them and disclosed unexpected 
turns and unfamiliar angles through the slow-stealing 
coils of mist, they had to grope in places with cautious 
hands and feet. As they came down the lower slope 
the mist began to roll itself into fantastic wreaths 
and whorls before the first light breaths of an easterly 
breeze, and then to boil along in sullen disarray, 
clinging stubbornly to every tree and bush and 
point of rock, as though it had a heart that was torn 
with thought of parting and dreaded the last good-bye. 

On the quay they found their friends awaiting 
them, and The Kittiwake tossing her nose impatient 
for the open, and among the burly loungers on the 
wall much discussion as to their destination. 

Captain Bastian, much appealed to, had truthfully 
said, '^ for a sail." John Broad and Bob Ivy, know- 
ing nothing for certain, but much swollen with 
importance at bein^ chosen as crew, wore illusive 
faces, pregnant with unimpartable knowledge, but 
kept silent tongues, which fact in itself was sufficient 
to set every other tongue wagging. 

Dr. Dan and the Vicar had pulled across through 
the mist in their own boat, and Mademoiselle kept 
so brave a face that none — save one or two — couJd 
have imagined how sick her heart was. 

It was at her suggestion, immediately approved 
by her father, as calculated for the time being to 
mislead inquirers as to his whereabouts — ^for informa* 
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tion had an extraordinary way of communicating 
itself in quarters where it was best not known — ^that 
the whole party embarked in The Kiitiwake, including 
even the Vicar and Dr. Dan, which proceeding gave 
most truthful colour to Bastian's assertion that they 
were going " for a sail," 

" Sim to me joi're a liar, Will Tremmell. An*t 
gwain awver to Rrance to all, or they'd be takin* their 
things with *em.'* 

** Takin' so much as they did bring," said the other, 
sulky at the falsification of his forecast. 

" Dr. Dan and Vicar a*n't niwer gwain awver to 
France, I'll be bound," said another. 

'^ Couldn' spare 'emselves so long as that, no 
•ndeed 1 What'd us do without 'em ? " 

" Us'd be lost, body and soul, sure 'nough." 

" Wlien you comin* back, Dr. Dan ? " cried one 
as the Doctor stepped on board. 

" Before you'll be needing me, I hope, John Davey. 
You leave Cousin Jacky alone till I come back and 
you^ll be all right," and amid the hoarse guffaws pro- 
voked by this pointed commendation of a sinner 
towards sobriety they crept out of the harbour. 

It was still through coiling white folds that The 
Kittiwake stole round the Mount, and then made for 
the open, with what seemed to some of the heavy 
hearts aboard like a thrill of unnatural exultation. 

But now the breeze grew steadier, and ever and 
again through the rout of the mist they caught sight 
of the old grey house up above, shining serenely in the 
sun like a haven of rest, and Ren6e would have given 
up all the broad lands and great ch&teaux in France, 
and France itself, and the Bourbons and all their 
divine rights and worldly claims, to live there with 
her dear ones in simplest peace and quietness. 

But all such treasonable thought she kept tight 
locked in her heart, and if she spoke but little her 
face showed no sign of womanly weakness, and should 
not — ^though she almost bit her tongue through in 
this achievement of self-control. 
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There was indeed not much talk among them. 
The deeper things had all been said, and conmion- 
places seemed ill-timed. 

Even Dr. Dan was quieter than usual, and it was 
with something akin to relief that they ran behind 
Cudden Point, where the non-militant members were 
to land. 

** May God have you in His keeping, my father ! " 
was Rente's last word whispered m his ear, and she 
kissed him as though for the last time. 

Then she jumped out on to the little stone quay, 
and stood bravely waving farewells with the rest, 
as The Kitiiwdke spread her wings again and carried 
him away through the morning sunshine, to the reek 
and turmoil and dreadful possibilities of the grim 
war of the woods. 

But she lost sight of him long before he was out of 
sight. The great white wings became but a wavering 
speck on a blurred blue plain as the bravely-held 
tears would out at last, and she turned and stumbled 
weakly up the path. 

Dr. Dan drew her arm through his, and held it in 
spite of a spasmodic effort at escape. 

" Cry, my child," he said soothingly. " It will 
do you more good than anything else. 

" I am — crying — ^as hard as I can," and he said no 
more till they were past Perran Downs. 

" You have done bravely, my dear," he said then 
— " like your father's daughter. And now you will 
keep a stout heart and live in hope. And remember, 
always, that each one of us here would do for you 
perhaps more even than you think." 

^^ You are all that is kind and good, dear Dr. Dan. 
But this is the beginning of sorrows. I know it is. 

And what the end will be " Her free hand tossed 

and fell in an inexpressible gesture of despair. 

" It is all in God's hands, my love," and the old 
arm pressed the young one tenderly, for his heart was 
very sore for her. 

Only too surely he knew that she was right, for he 
I 
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fathomed with knowledge the depths her feelings 
plumbed like a stone. 

In his heart he feared for her the very worst. For 
this dreadful warfare of the woods was not as other 
wars. It was murderous in its methods and its 
absolute implacability. It was war to the death and 
no quarter. How should any man hope to escape ? 
— ^least of all a man like M. de St. Aubin, whose 
greatest hope in life was set upon this cast, and who 
would spare himself no whit of toil and difficulty 
and danger to win through to success. 

" Will you not come in and rest ? " suggested Dr. 
Dan, when they came to the low creeper-covered 
house. 

" No. I would get home. For to-day I would 
lie upon my bed and cry. To-morrow I will try to 
be brave again. Adieu I " and she went quickly on 
across the Causeway with Michel and Dick, and said 
no word till they passed through the opening in the 
Island wall. Then she stretched out her hand to 
Dick and said briefly — 

^^ Adieu 1 and thank you 1 " and went quickly on 
up the slope. 
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CHAPTER XVI 

FIGHTING THE SHADOW 

Mademoiselle's own room, looking out through 
narrow, thick-walled windows across the sea towards 
Brittany, was the only witness of her strife with her 
shadows. For she would not admit even Duance, or 
motherly Mrs. Jago, nor the food they attempted to 
offer her, till the tight was over. 

When she came down next morning the marks of 
conflict were still apparent in the misted darkness 
round her eyes, in the pallor of her face, and in the 
extreme quietness of her bearing. 

If she had not attained to cheerfulness, she had at 
all events strung herself to such equanimity as miffht 
even have deceived a casual observer into the belief 
that she acquiesced in things as they were. 

But Dick Basset knew differently the moment he 
set eyes on her face. 

As one of her trusty guardians he had come up to 
see that all was well with the upper house, and 
tentatively to sound her as to whether she was for 
the water that day — his whole cheerful desire being 
to take her out of herself and so to keep her from 
brooding and moping, which had no right place in 
his scheme of things. 

But, knowing something of her humours, he went, 
as he believed, warily and diplomatically to work. 

^^ It's a glorious day, and the breeze is as strong 
as Uncle Tommy Leggo's whistle." 

She knitted her brows at him in the way she always 
did when she could not understand. 

** They say he was bom whistling and died whist- 
12 116 n J 
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ling, and he whistled all through his life,** explained 
Dick. 

" They will have got across all right," which showed 
where all her thoughts were. 

" They'll have got across all right, and in a few days 
they'll be back all right. This weather's going to 
hold for the next week. Will you come ? " 

" Not to sail," with a very decided shake of the 
head. " I could not sit so still. Go and find Michel 
and we will walk. We will walk until we can walk 
no more, and you two will not speak to me too much." 

" Right 1 " and he jumped up to go in search of 
Michel. " We'll go along St. Erth way, and then 
along the cliffs to St. Ives, and home by Towednack, 
and see if we can find out why the dressers there are 
a bit too smart." 

" It is riddles to me," she said, with a kink in her 
brow again. 

" It's one of the sayings about here," he laughed, 
" * A bit too smart like a Towednack dresser.' But 
why they make them all too smart nobody seems to 
know." 

Michel was busy in his own room over his prepara- 
tions for the coming campaign. 

Sword and pistols, stout well -greased boots, special 
suit of clothes made under his own directions by 
Martin Pengelly over to Marazion, all these were in 
order. 

" Can one take one's razors ? " he asked anxiously, 
as Dick burst in. 

" Razors ? What do you want with razors in the 
backwoods, man ? You'll have quite enough to do 
shaving the other fellows. You won't need any 
razors." 

" One can always get them in Paris, of course. 
So — all righty" and he put them back on to his 
dressing-table. 

" Your sister wants to go for a big walk. It will 
do her good and keep her from moping. Put on 
those big boots and give them some exercise. Do 
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them good. Remember, you walk on your feet 
when you're out campaigning." 

^' Unless you go on your hands and knees, mon 
ami. Oiu" Breton wood!s are so thick that you must 
crawl at times if you would go at all." 

^' It'll do them good to take the stiffness out of * 
them, anyway. Come on, or we shall be keeping her 
waiting." 

So all day they tramped steadily through the 
green country lanes — ^past Rosevidney, till they came 
on the wide yellow sands in the estuary of the Hayle, 
then up by Uny Lelant and Carbis Valley, with 
wide views, across sea and sand, of Black Cliff and 
Godrevy, and round by the wooded cliffs to that 
very dirty* and ancient and fish-scented town of 
St. Ives. 

And they were careful not to speak much to Made- 
moiselle directly, though she listened to all their talk, 
and put in a word occasionally. 

But the sweet bracing air did her good. The 
dark eyes cleared somewhat of their mistiness, and 
a flush of colour came into her cheeks. So that, as 
they came along the side of the little harbour, the 
stout blue-guernseyed men busy with their nets 
and tackle, and the frowsy-looking housewives 
hanging out their washing, all turned and stared 
after her, and wondered — ^at times to the point of 
outspoken comment — ^where she came from, but were 
unanimous in pronouncing her a fitty-looking maid. 

Dick led them to a very small inn by the water- 
side, so ancient that Mademoiselle thought it must 
have been the very first house that had been built 
there, and she was doubtful at first about entering. 

But Dick knew all about it, and the landlord was 
an old friend of his, and asked at once for Cappen 
Bastian, and where was The Kittiwake f And pre- 
sently he laid before them a dish of fresh-caught 
pilchards, and a pasty of the most satisfying de- 
scription, and a bottle of French wine which owed 
nothing — or should one say everything — ^to the 
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Customs, for of a certainty it had paid them nothing 
— and stood alongside while they ate, and talked fish 
and fishing while he warmed his heart by the sight 
of Mademoiselle's beautiful face, and presently sent 
in his wife for a sight of it also. 

When he had learned, by dint of clever and un- 
reserved questioning, that this was the young lady, 
and that her brother, who were living on the Mount, 
he was highly gratified, and went out at once to make 
them some coffee to top off with — ^as good, he vowed, 
as France itself could furnish — and a dash of cognac 
— " Cousin Jacky " he called it — ^which would make 
them think they were at home. 

Mademoiselle very prettily expressed her satis- 
faction with his polite attentions, and was pleased to 
be greatly interested in the odd-shaped little room, 
with its solid panelling and huge cross-beams and 
deep little window-seat. And mine host, if he had 
chosen to do so, could have told her many a strange 
story of the company that cosy little room had held, 
and was strongly tempted to do so, just to see the 
pretty eyes open wider still; but on consideration 
he deemed it wiser to keep silence on that particular 
subject, and enlarged instead upon that wonderful 
fish, the pilchard, and the vast quantities in which 
at times they allowed themselves to be taken for the 
benefit of St. Ives. 

And presently they were en route again, climbing 
the moorland road through the Stennack, and then 
between Rosewell Hill and Trendrine to Towednack, 
but got no satisfaction there on the subject of 
too-ambitious dressers. 

Dick, in the blitheness of his heart at sight of 
Mademoiselle's somewhat lightened face, did indeed 
accost one old lady, who stood in her doorway to 
watch them pass, with the blunt inquiry, ** Why is 
your dresser a bit too smart. Aunty ? " 

And her instant retort, " 'Cause tidn't so skittery's 
your tongue, young man " — ^as unexpected from so 
ancient a dame as would have been an explosion 
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from a rusted cannon — sent them pleasantly on their 
way. 

Then down by Boswas and Ludgvan, and across 
the field-paths to Marazion and home. 

And Mademoiselle slept soundly that night, and 
in the morning had found again a spark of the hope 
she had almost lost. 

So satisfactory was the effect of this treatment, 
that Dr. Dan suggested another walk next day, and 
ran them across to Newlyn in Will Tremmell's boat, 
then led them by the country lanes to Drift, and across 
the wild country to Land's End itself. 

Mademoiselle would admit to no fatigue, for the 
unwonted exertion, and the sight of new places, and 
encounters with the quaint characters who abounded 
in them, all tended to a healthier occupation of her 
thoughts than they would have founa if she had 
sat brooding at home, and she was wise enough to 
know it. 

As for Michel, in the privacy of Dick's ear, he dis- 
covered in these extended tramps most excellent 
training for the coming campaign, but breathed no 
word of that to Ren6e, nor of anything else that 
should call back any shadow on the present. 

Twice Dr. Dan had been across, when they were 
away, to beg them all to come over to dinner, and so 
their next ramble was arranged so that they arrived 
at Gundarron just in time, and with rare appetites. 

And when he and the Vicar heard all they had been 
doing, and saw with their own eyes the good it had 
wrought, they immediately offered to mount the 
whole party and join them in still longer excursions. 

Dr. Dan had three very special grey cobs in the 
stable, and the Vicar had a perfectly orthodox and 
ecclesiastically-quiet brown horse, in addition to the 
bank-climbing bay mare, and they both put them all 
at Mademoiselle's disposal, together or separately, 
but with a word of warning from Dr. Dan anent the 
bay. Which remark the Vicar took as a personal 
insult, and resented as warmly as his nature would 
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permit, and was only pacified when Michel assured 
him that it had been the desire of his life to ride that 
bay mare from the very first moment he set eyeg 
on her. 

" She's tricky," said Dr. Dan wamingly again, in 
spite of the Vicar. 

^^ Michel can manage her all right," said Made- 
moiselle quietly. " We used to ride anything and 
everything at home." 

So their excursions were extended — ^to Helston, 
to Helford, across the lone Goonhilly Downs to 
Lizard itself, not seldom diverging here and there 
and waiting, with much scraping and pawing and 
tossing of impatient heads and champing of bits, at 
the gates of out-of-the-way but much uplifted cottages, 
while Dr. Dan paid helpful visits within ; then speed- 
ing on at a gallop to make up for lost time ; and there 
was no need to ask Mademoiselle if it was to her 
mind. 

As for Michel, he and the bay mare were obviously 
made for one another, and the Vicar exulted greatly 
in her mettle and fine action. 

" You see ! " said he, with a crow over Dr. Dan. 
** She's the finest bit of horseflesh we've ever had im 
that stable." 

" As long as you don't mount her yourself, my lad, 
I'm content. All I say against her is that she's not 
your kind," and the Vicar was quite aware of it, 
and would not have moimted her for shekels of silver 
and talents of gold. 

And as often as Mademoiselle could be persuaded 
to it, they stayed on the mainland for dinner with 
their friends, to the great content of those two most 
hospitable souls, who turned out all their treasiu^es 
for her entertainment — ^strange half-carbonised nuts 
and bits of ancient trees, picked up by the Vicar om 
the beach after heavy gales, and held by him as a 
proof positive of the mighty forests that once sur- 
rounded the Mount — " Carreg luz en Kuz " — ^the 
Hoary Rock in the Wood. Which led to satisfactory 
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and animated discussion between him and Made- 
moiselle, who was delighted with this further similar- 
ity of tradition to that of her own Mount ; only they 
differed as to the date of the inimdation which had 
turned their woodland rocks into monumental islands 
— ^Mademoiselle claiming the eighth century as the 
date of her catastrophe, while the Vicar put his 
some time during the eleventh. 

From that he deftly carried her to the lost land of 
Lyonesse; and told her of Trevilian's gallant race 
with the deluge on his great white horse; and of 
Madgy Figgy, the black witch of Penwith and her 
chest of jewels; and of the spectre ship of Porth 
Cumo, of which she had first heard on the night of 
Judas's visitation, and believed in it most devoutly 
in consequence — and many another of the ancient 
stories which he delighted to pick up, and neatly 
inscribed in a book kept for that sole purpose. 

And Dr. Dan, when he got his innings, would cap 
the Reverend's wildest yams and tell her of Giant 
Cormoran who built the Mount, and of that other 
Giant Bolster who had a fresh wife every year, and 
of Jecholiah, the last one, who got the better of him ; 
and of that great sinner, Tregeagle, condemned to 
bale Dozmar6 lake with a shell with a hole in it. 
And when Mademoiselle heard that it was out of 
Dozmar^ that King Arthur's sword Excalibur came, 
she was eager to go there, for was not King Arthmr 
in a way connected with them in Brittany also ? But 
when she found it was sixty miles away she reluctantly 
gave up the idea. 

And he told her strange stories of the smugglers 
and their ways — of their troops of horses, smoothly- 
shaven and soaped all over, with a couple of kegs 
tied on their backs, which sped away over hill and dfiJe 
led by a well -trained mare to some appointed place, 
and dodged the Revenue men like plajrful dogs ; and 
of John Carter's breaking open the Custom House at 
Penzance and recovering the goods the officers had 
seized — and many another notable tale. 
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But Dr. Dan had heaps of other interesting things 
to show her, curious and most outlandish articles 
brought home to him by grateful mariners from every 
comer of the globe, each one of which represented 
some special act of kindness done to themselves or 
their families. 

And now and again, as he picked one of them up 
he would look at it musingly for a moment, recalling 
what it stood for in his memory, and then with a 
confirmatory " Ay, ay 1 " would tell her what it was 
and where it came from, but never a word as to his 
own share in the matter. 

And all this made for good, in so far as it lifted 
Mademoiselle's thoughts away from other matters 
even for a time. Among them all she found relief 
from herself, and their unboimded kindnesses touched 
her to the quick. 

If ever, by any unforeseen chance, the shadow 
seemed like to show its head. Dr. Dan would blow 
it to the winds with scornful words and puffs of smoke, 
and dissipate it with argument which gained in force 
and ingenious decoration what it lacked in solid 
foundation, and in which he himself had small belief, 
and pressed the more conclusively in consequence. 
And, if Mademoiselle was not wholly deceived by 
these forensic displays, she was at all events somewhat 
comforted, and set herself resolutely to second all 
their efforts on her own behalf. 

But the days slipped by, and now it was Dick 
Basset's turn to feel somewhat anxious, or at all 
events to wonder much and constantly what was 
keeping Uncle Jack across there so long. 

A day going and a day coming were ample for 
the journeys, and he had now been gone eight days. 
There were perils by sea as well as on land. Had 
they been captured f — sunk ? — ^wrecked ? Anjrthing 
might have happened to them, and his mind was 
ill at ease. 

Hoax 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



CHAPTER XVII 

THE BAULKING OF JUDAS 

Uncle Nick Rodda rolled unexpectedly into 
Aunt Becky's kitchen one afternoon^ and greeted 
her with a jovial — 

** Well, old girl, commontally woo ? " and a hearty 
kiss. 

" Don* spake yure foreign gibberish to me, Nicholas 
Rodda. Keep it for them that understands it — ^yure 
French dollies and the like." 

" Haw — haw 1 '* laughed Uncle Nick delightedly. 
" Where's t' young Master ? " 

" Where he alius is — up at the House or galliwantin' 
somewhere wi' them. When did you get back ? " 

" Yes'day, but we had oiu* work to do, an* I 
couldn* get away before.'* 

" Divvle's work, I trow.'* 

" Aw, come now, Becky ! John Carter edn' no 
diwle. *S a brave honest man is Uncle John. No 
scrimpin* or shimshankin' 'bout he." 

" Id liever see you diggin' graves like your brother 
Isaac " 

** Drabbity Beagle, woman ! I'd liever be inside 
my own than diggin' other men's. Well, I'm for 
the House." 

^^ Have ye seen aught of Cappen Bastian and 
KiUiwake f " 

" Naw. Where be they, then ? " 

** *Cross to France with Mossieur. And you from 
Morlaix ? " 

Uncle Nick shook his head and went thoughtfully 
off up the slope. 

But the young people were all across at Gundarron, 
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and it was not till quite late that night that Uncle 
Nick was able to get hold of Dick. 

" 'Tis for yure ear, Master Dick, for mebbe there's 
no cause to alarm the young leddy,*' he began. 

" Why, what's up now. Uncle Nick ? Some news 
of Uncle Jack ? " asked Dick eagerly. 

" Naw. He never came to Morlaix. Mebbe they 

Sut into coast by choice, — some smaller place. Cappen 
lastian can tek good care of himself." 

"Any Frenchmen knocking about as you came 
across ? " 

" Ah — ^that's it, and John Carter said 'twould be 

as well you should hear of it in case Well, 

'twas like this. As we came along in dark, we saw 
two French sloops about twenty miles off Lizard, 
and John Carter he wondered if one of 'em mightn't 
be same as was here before." 

" I see," nodded Dick. " He thinks that rascal 
might be going to try again. You tell John Carter 
I owe him a good turn, Uncle Nick. We'll take all 
precautions, and if he comes we'll give him a warm 
reception." 

" That's it. Master Dick. If I was you I sh'd make 
it so hot that he'll never have chance to come back, 
no matter how much he wants to." 

" That's the kind of medicine he needs. Uncle 
Nick," and he set to work at once on his preparations 
for a possible visit from the enemy. 

The first thing was to be forewarned of his coming, 
and that meant a watch over the landing-places. 

He did not quite see how Garat was going to get 
into the house if he did come; but there was no 
knowing. He was a cunning fellow, and there might 
be ways which all their vigilance had overlooked. 

So he got hold of some of the men, explained the 
situation, and had no lack of volunteers for the 
service. 

He selected patrols of four each, to keep watch 
and watch about, the first four from nine till one, 
the next from one till five, by which time it would be 
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growing light, and each man was to bring his hanger 
and pistol. 

He went up with the first four at once, and set 
them pacing in twos, from the two-gun battery on 
the west, crossing one another by the south battery, 
and so round to the north-east comer almost up to 
the Cemetery. 

He paced with them turn about, chatting in low 
tones now and again, for, as he upipressed upon them 
all, the best thing that could happen for their friends 
up above was that they should catch this fellow in 
the act, and so be justified in making an end of him. 

And every time he passed the sea-front of the house, 
he cast his eye up at a room where a faint light shone, 
and he thought it was Mademoiselle's, but in the 
darkness and the absence of other lights he could not 
be certain. Nevertheless he felt a cheerful glow all 
through at the thought that he was doing something 
of service for her, even though she might never know 
it. 

And as he tramped to and fro in the dark, it 
seemed to him that John Carter's suspicions might 
not be without reasonable grounds. Garat might 
have learned of M. de St. Aubin's leaving London, 
and the intervening days would just about suiBice 
for him to have arranged his plans for another descent 
in hopes of catching him at home. He thought it 
more than likely they would see M. Garat, and his 
spirits ran hopefully high at the prospect. 

At five o'clock the patrol knocked off, and Dick 
tumbled into his bed and slept eight hours' sleep in 
four, and was not very much the worse for his vigil — 
disappointed only that nothing had come of it. 

He said no word to Ren^e and Michel, enjoyed 
the day's outing to the full, and was on duty again 
that night at nine, still more hopeful because of last 
night's unprofitable lack of incident. If those two 
sloops had anything to do with Garat, any attempt 
he contemplated could not be long delayed. 

And it was not. 
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The second patrol had just come on duty, so that 
it was between one and two in the morning, when, 
as he came along with the two from the west, they 
found the others standing close by the south battery, 
and a murmured word pricked them all to attention. 

A sound of cautious oars out there, these two 
thought, and they all stood straining their ears into 
the darkness. 

Oars without doubt, and nearer now, but cautiously 
handled, as though they felt their way into an un- 
known shore. 

Dick dropped his men behind the covering rocks, 
and his heart beat high with hope. Their vigil 
looked like bearing fruit. He hoped it might be 
Judas's life. 

The boat drew in, though they could not see it. 

They heard it grind softly on the rocks, and one 
got out. He murmured a word to the others and 
came up among the boulders, feeling his way with 
caution. 

Dick could have cut him down as he passed, but he 
laid a restraining hand on the others, and they rose 
and followed the newcomer like cats. It might be 
useful to learn by what means he got into the house. 

He went along the path towards the Cemetery, 
then turned up the slope all unconscious of sur- 
veillance, though, indeed, they could not see him and 
could only follow by the sounds he made. And of 
a sudden these, slight as they were, ceased, and Dick 
and his men sank down to cover, fearing he had 
heard them. 

But the minutes passed and no sound came to them. 
Dick crawled cautiously forward, and ran his head 
against the low coping of the old well 

** Lord ! " he said to himself, " and we never 
thought of that ! " However, it was only the outer 
entrance they had neglected. He did not believe 
Master Garat would find it as easy to get out at 
the other end as he had to get in at this 

A few minutes would decide anyway, and at the 
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first sound from the house three of them would make 
straight for it and trap him there, or the other two 
would catch him here as he came out. 

But he had barely whispered these instructions to 
his companions, when the well gave out a sound, 
and presently footsteps passed them going down the 
slope again. The fox had found his earths blocked 
at the other end and was out again. 

The temptation to rush the man and end him was 
strong upon them all, but stronger still in Dick 
was the desire to see what he would do next. If it was 
indeed Garat, he did not for one moment believe he 
would retire without some further attempt, and he 
was curious to see what it would be. If he simply 
made for his boat they could still make an end of 
him before he could get away. 

But Garat had no intention of leaving his work 
undone, if he could possibly do it. His next move 
was a bold one, and it was evident that he had fore- 
seen the possible necessity for the strong arm. 

Almost before they knew what he was at, a number 
of armed men — at least a dozen, Dick estimated — 
had scrambled ashore from the boat, and he was lead- 
ing them round by the path that led towards the 
Cemetery, and led also to the rocky road up to the 
entrance of the house. 

Twelve to four was somewhat long odds, but they 
might reduce them. 

As the strangers turned upwards to the rock-path, 
Dick whispered an eager word to his nearest man. 
Will Tremmell. 

" Ye'll wait ? " asked WUl anxiously. 

*^ If we can. Go smart and no noise," and the 
messenger sped like a shadow to bring up reinforce- 
ments from the cottages. The other three went on 
after the Frenchmen, whom they could hear stumbling 
and cursing under their breath up above. 

Garat had found the iron bell-pull and pulled it, 
before the pursuers had rounded that raggedest corner 
of the path on which the strangers had already barked 
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their shins and vented their curses. And John Jago 
answered that bell with almost fatal celerity, so certain 
was he that such summons at that time of night 
could mean nothing less than the return of the 
master. 

He waited only to supplement his feeble candle by 
lighting the lamp that hung on the wall, and un- 
locked and unbarred the door. 

The moment the door opened Garat hurled himself 
against it, knocking the breath out of John Jago 
against the wall behind, and the Frenchmen poured 
into the little stone hall, part guard-room, part wide 
steps leading to the battlemented terrace and up 
into the house. 

Dumbfounded as he was, and windless, and at 
best but one-handed. Uncle John's whole big soul 
revolted at so gross an outrage, and his body re- 
sponded. He smelt invasion, and hurled himself 
against it with every ounce that was in him, and a 
roar that would have been louder if the door had left 
him more breath to put into it. 

Still it was a good enough roar and did its duty. 
For Michel had jumped out of bed also at sound of 
the bell, under the same mistaken belief that this was 
his father coming home, and Uncle John's angry bellow 
warned him of his mistake. He picked up the big 
iron poker from the fire-place in the sitting-room, 
and hurried to the sounds of strife in the little stone 
hall. 

John Jago's hook and spike were doing their worst 
on the Frenchmen and for the moment giving them 
pause, for they had looked for no such tartar and 
were packed so tight that they could hardly use 
their weapons. 

Just as Michel burst in from the ante-room, Garat 
levelled his pistol at the old man and fired, but Uncle 
John, heaving and swaying with the play of his hook 
and spike on the Frenchmen's heads, offered no good 
mark, and the bullet flattened on the wall behind. 

At sight of Michel, and sound of the shot, and the 
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certainty that others would follow, the old man-o'- 
war's man's wits worked to purpose. With a sweep 
of his mailed arm he sent the lamp flying in fragments. 
All before him were enemies, and Michel was at the 
top of the steps. He could hit in the dark as well 
as in the light and with smaller chance of either of 
them being hit back. 

Then of a sudden through the doorway came the 
crackle of pistols, and, to the amazement of all con- 
cerned, Dick Basset and his three, not waiting for 
reinforcements, leaped into the fray. 

It was a great grim fight in that little stone hall — 
all in the dark, now on the level, then sprawling and 
floimdering in writhing heaps on the tripping stone 
steps, with little room for weapons unless dubbed 
pistols, but ample scope for smashing blows on any- 
thing that offered and for frenzied fingers on gasping 
throats, and for Michel's poker up above crasrxing 
impartially on everything that came within its range. 

The fight was really won before the panting re- 
inforcements arrived, wildly eager not to miss the 
fun, for the Frenchmen had fallen on surprise both 
in firont and rear, and were utterly demoralised. 

Garat shouted and swore, but was powerless to 
direct in the dark. He was beaten once more. 

As the men from below came breathlessly up, 
fragments of the fight came reeling out to seek safety 
in flight. These they tackled as well as they could 
in the dark, and hammered into quiescence. 

Will Tremmell, furious at being out of the fight, 
gripped one, and was proceeding to vent his humour 
on it, when a hot Cormsh oath and a blow on the nose 
warned him of error. 

Several, however, escaped and fled unfortunately. 
Sudden silence followed their stumbling feet, and 
then from below came sounds of ghastly falls and 
dismal groanings. In the little stone hall was com- 
parative silence. The fight was over. 

" You all right, Michel ? " panted Dick. 

" All right,'^ panted Michel. 

K 
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** Then for God's sake get us a light, and let's see 
how we stand." 

And as he spoke, the flickering gleam of a coming 
candle outlined the doorway of the anteroom, and 
then Mademoiselle stood in it, white-faced, dark- 
cloaked, holding the candle aloft with one almost 
bare arm to keep the light out of her own startled 
eyes ; the prettiest picture he had ever seen in all his 
days, thought Dick Basset through all his other 
absorptions. And close behind her came Mrs. Jago 
and Duance, anxious and frightened. 

" Mon Dieu ! " gasped Mademoiselle, as her horrified 
eyes roved over the shambles; and then, at sight of 
Michel and Dick apparently uninjured, ^^ Dieu merci 1 
But what does it ail mean ? " 

^^ Judas," said Dick, straightening up for a moment 
from a search among prisoners and wounded, and 
Mademoiselle gasped in dismay. 

** Yes, it was he," said Michel. ^^ I saw him as 
John Jago knocked out the light." 

" My man 1 " wailed Mrs. Jago. ** What's come 
of him ? " 

" Whisht, woman ! Dunnot be sich a buffle-head. 
A'm brave yet," and Uncle John lurched up from a 
comer. " Odd rabbet et, but 'twas a grand blind- 
bucca-davy that ! A' got a scat on th head that 
knocked me silly. But a'm no for the berryin' yet." 

^* He's not here," said Dick disappointedly, as he 
examined the last man. ^^ How many have you out 
there. Bill ? " he called out. 

** On'y two, sir. But there's some went over the 
ro^ks," and he pushed his two prisoners inside. 

" He's got away, unless he went over the rocks," 
growled Dick. ^'And I hoped we'd got him tlus 
time." 

They had got nearly all the rest, however — ^nine 
prisoners, all more or less damaged, four from shot 
wounds and the rest from pummellings, bashings 
and chokings. 

As soon as he could get a lantern, Will Tremmell 
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and half-a-dozen more went down under the ragged 
ledges where the others had gone over and carried 
in two more, one dead of a broken neck, the other 
still alive but sorely damaged. 

On their own side the casualties were not great, 
broken heads and bruised faces the worst, and they 
all set to work patching up their late opponents and 
cleaning up the mess. 



K 2 
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CHAPTER XVIII 

THE HARRIED HIVE 

But the tale of that full night's adventures was 
not yet completed. 

Just so much time had elapsed as might have 
permitted one to stumble cursing down the rock- 
path, and run roimd to the boat, and tumble in alone 
on the astonished boat-keeper, and order him with 
more curses to pull like the devil to the ship, and to 
climb aboard there after finding it in the dark, and 
give his orders to it and its consort ; and the work of 
patching up and cleaning down ashore was still 
going on, with open door and lights showing, heedless 
of any possible danger, when the dull boom of a gun 
woke up Penzance and Marazion and Newlyn and 
Mousehole, and Dr. Dan and the Vicar at Gundarron ; 
and, as more nearly touching our friends of the Mount, 
a cannon-ball which Dick Basset weighed at nine 
pounds next morning, struck the granite lintel of the 
doorway and fell with a thud on to the path. 

" Gk)od Lord I They*re bombarding us," cried Dick. 
" Out lights and close that door ! " 

Then, as more dull booms came up from the sea, 
with hastily-whispered orders to some of his men, 
he and the rest quietly opened the door and sped off 
in the dark, stumbling and bruising heedlessly down 
the rocky way, eager only to be in time and not to 
miss this wonderful chance. 

No lack of men, at the harbour or climbing the 
path to inquire into matters, and in no more time 
than it took to snatch up weapons and tumble aboard, 
two eager boat-loads of very-much-roused Comishmen 
were pulling swiftly roimd the Mount, with only one 
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fear in their hearts, and that, that every shot would 
be the last, and the Frenchmen gone before they got 
there. 

And if the Frenchmen had known what it meant 
to stir up such a hive, gone they had been without 
a doubt. 

As it was, when the boats shot round into the open, 
and saw the venomous spits of flame in front, it was all 
they could do to keep down their feelings. But Dick 
Basset had so vehemently impressed on them the 
advantages of a surprise, that they bottled themselves 
up till there should be something to hit at, and pro- 
mised themselves to hit the harder by way of 
compensation. 

Dick was in his element. This was like old times, 
and all the bulldog in him was at its fullest. 

By the reports and flashes he saw there were two 
ships — sloops-of-war. Uncle Nick had said, and that 
might mean anything in the way of men and guns. 

He had given his orders as they tumbled into the 
boats, not knowing at the time that both ships were 
there. They were to board one on each side. He 
steered for the nearest flashes, and counted on the 
other boat following. 

But the other boat had a foolish-brave mind of 
its own. Seeing two possible prizes, and Dick Basset 
making for one of them, it was filled with reckless 
emulation, and dashed on for the other. 

And so it came about that when Dick and his merry 
men, waiting till the discharge of a gun gave them 
their chance, clambered in over the port side — ^the 
ship's head then pointing out to sea — ^they found 
themselves face to face with an astonished crew of 
between twenty and thirty, and no signs of the rear 
attack, on which they had counted. 

There was no time to think, however. Their pistols 
cracked out, and they fell on the Frenchmen with 
their hangers, with heartiest goodwill and all the 
added vehemence of their former repression. 

But the odds were long against them once more, 
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though reduced somewhat by their first discharge, 
and Dick, as he cut and thrust and drove the French- 
men back from the nearest guns, and recognised 
what would have been the effect of his other boat's 
crew if only it had come, felt their folly bitterly. 

The Frenchmen rallied at sight of their numbers. 
Shots began to fly from hastily-snatched small- 
arms, for they had looked for no hand-to-hand 
fighting. 

That some of his men were down Dick knew, but 
he pushed on, cutting and slashing and bowling men 
over, with a vague wonder somewhere inside Um as 
to how long it would last. 

There was no getting back, however, nothing for 
it but to hack and thrust till the end came somehow, 
and he would as lieve die fighting as go to a French 
prison. 

He had no room at the moment for one single 
thought of Mademoiselle, or that he was fighting for 
her. His whole mind was given to downing French- 
men, and that touch of bitterness at the default of 
his other boat's crew, told in the venom of his cut 
and thrust. That he or any single man of them 
escaped, was due solely to the facts that the French- 
men had looked for nothing more than a game at long 
bowls and were caught unawares, and tlutt the night 
was dark and the deck ill-lighted. 

Dick always held that they would have won that 
fight if they had been left to it. But help came from 
an unexpected quarter, and it was maybe just as 
well. 

A couple of guns bellowed in the outer darkness. 
The sloop's mainmast came down with a crash — she 
was brig-rigged — and as her head fell off before the 
wind, something ground alongside with a sliddering 
bump, and a swarm of cheering men came tumbling 
over the side. The Frenchmen flung down their 
arms and the fight was won, and burly John Carter 
picked up Dick Basset from the slippery deck and 
propped nim sitting against the bulwarks. 
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*^ Master Dick, as Fm alive 1 ** said he, as he bent 
over him. " Hurt, sir ? " 

" Winded • • . anyway," jerked Dick, feeling very 
limp now that the fighting was over. 

* Heard the row from over yonder and couldn't 
make it out, so came along to see." 

** We'd have managed them all right " 

" So vou would — so you would, chuckled Uncle 
John. But mebbe it's as well we C€une." 

" What of the other ? " 

" Got away. Only heard her when we were past. 
Fiffhting aboard her too. Who was that ? " 

Our second boat that ought to have backed us 
up. They'll have carried them off," all bitterness 
gone now in thought of their peril. 

" Say you so ? Then we'll have a try for them," 
and he gave hurried orders to lash the prisoners' 
arms and feet, and then bundled his men back aboard 
his own ship ; said a word to Dick, "" Keep her off and 
on till we get back. Master Dick, and look out for 
the Greeb,' and was gone. 

Dick got on to his feet and wondered why the deck 
should sway so, and why he felt so shaky in the legs. 
He tried to reach a stay with his left arm and was 
surprised to find it did not answer to the call. 

Humph ! " he grunted. " Out of action somehow." 

He gripped the stay with his right hand and peered 
about the deck, and John Davey came lurching up 
to him. 

" Best put her round, sir. Greeb's nigh there 
aport." 

" Yes, get her round, John. How many of us are 
left ? " 

" Five, so far's I see. You hurt ? " 

" Left arm's off duty. Get her head round at onoe» 
John. Then rout out some lanterns and we'll see to 
the others," and presently the ship was flopping 
slowly back towards the open like a broken bird, 
and the menacing black teeth of the Greeb lay well 
astern. 
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John Davey found lanterns and ran the first one 
up to the foremast head, and then they looked over 
their casualties. 

Dick's was a bullet through the shoulder. He had 
no recollection of it, but the results were there in the 
useless arm which began to grow stiff and painful, 
and a spoiled jacket with one red sleeve. John Davey 
insisted on binding sleeve and all tightly on the 
wound, and declaied it would do all right till Dr. 
Dan got at it. 

There were two or three other bullet wounds €unong 
them, and one rather seriously broken head from the 
fall of the mast. 

John Davey, with the instinct of a sleuth-hound, 
routed out some very excellent cognac and served out 
grog all round, prisoners and all, which put them all 
in more cheerful humour. 

Then Dick took a lantern and searched anxiously 
among the prisoners for Garat, but there was no sign 
of him, and he concluded he was aboard the other 
ship. If John Carter managed to overhaul her they 
might get him yet, but they had heard no sound of 
firing over there and he feared she had got away. 

Vl^en daylight came, if John did not return, he 
would run the prize into Penzance Harbour and hand 
the prisoners over to the authorities. But John had 
captured her and she was his, and if the authorities 
once got her into their hands there was no knowing 
if she would ever get out again ; for Uncle John and 
the authorities were in permanent disagreement on 
certain points, and they would jump at the chance 
of getting ahead of him. 

Daylight, however, showed a big cutter working 
steadily into the bay, and John Davey and the rest 
at once pronounced it John Carter's, and an hour 
later she ran alongside and Uncle John climbed 
aboard, jovial as ever, though a trifle disappointed. 

" Hurt ? " he asked at sight of Dick's arm. 

" Nothing much. Bullet through, I think. You 
couldn't catch them ? " 
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"They'd too much of a start, but this is better 
than nothing." 

" We are anyway. Maybe if you hadn't come we'd 
be over yonder with the others." 

" Mebbe 1 " said Uncle John, with a chuckle at his 
climb down. " All the same, you did half the work, 
«o we'll go shares." 

" We can settle all that later. What are you going 
to do with her ? We want to get ashore." 

" She's going to Prussia Cove. I'll make good use 
of her, you'll see. We'll put you ashore at the Mount, 
Frenclunen and all, and you can do what you Uke 
with 'em," and he broke off for a moment and issued 
orders which headed both ships for the Mount. 
*** You come along to me, Master Dick, soon as you're 
fit, and we'll settle 'bout the ship." 

** Give me these bits of guns as a keepsake," said 
Dick, kicking one of the brass guns, " and let the men 
have the rest." 

" And welcome. I've got all the guns I want at 
Prussia Cove. What about your other men ? " 

" They must share, of course. They acted stupidly, 
but they're paying for it." 

" If their row had begun a bit sooner, it's them 
I'd have gone for first, but she was astern of us before 
we knew she was there, and you were right ahead, so 
we came on." 

" I expect the Frenchman turned and ran as soon 
as he heard our attack here, and that gave our fellows 
a longer pull and made them later in getting to work. 
However, just as well you came on, maybe ! " 

" Ay, ay ! " chuckled Uncle John once more, and 
magnanimously refrained from rubbing it in. 

Half an hour later the little harbour of the Moimt 
was humming with their arrival. 

All night long, since the first attack, every man, 
woman and child had been on the qui vive. For 
hours they had been clustered like bees by the Western 
Battery aching for news. When dawn showed them 
the French ship still in the bay, they hung in doubt. 
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When John Carter's cutter ran in, and the two ships 
made for the Mount, they understood, and cheered 
them lustily, and ran down to their boats and put off 
to meet them. 

So there was no lack of means of getting ashore, 
and the sloop was cleared of her prisoners, and on 
her way to Prussia Cove, before the people at Pen- 
zance had the chance even of a good look at her. 

One of the first boats from the shore contained 
Dr. Dan and Michel, their faces full of anxious inquiry, 
which sight of Dick set at rest but closer sight of m& 
bandaged arm provoked again. 

" Hit ? " shouted Dr. Dan. 

" A bit. But we got her." 

'' That's all right," said Dr. Dan, as he climbed 
aboard with an agility that one would hardly have 
believed possible. ** Now let's see what's amiss ? " 

" Let's get ashore," suggested Dick, whose eye 
had caught sight of a figure he knew on the battery. 
^^ It'll keep all right, and John Carter wants to get 
away before any one comes." 

" Any news of Aim, Dick ? " asked Michel. 

** He must have been on the other ship," said Dick» 
with a disconsolate shake of the head. ^' I'd have 
given all these others to have got him." 

** You^ might have given me the chance of going 
with you." 

'" Hadn't time, my boy. It was all done in a 
moment." 

" And where are the rest of your men ? " asked 
Dr. Dan, with a startled look round. " Not " 

" They boarded the other fellow instead of coming 
with us as they were to do. She got away and I 
expect they're on board." 

That's bad. There'll be some sick hearts ashore 
here when they hear that." 

" Yes. I am sorry. But really, you know, it was 
all their own fault. They put us in peril too. If 
John Carter hadn't come up I'm not sure what would 
have happened." 
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" You'd have beaten 'em," said Uncle John, with 
a magnanimous chuckle. ^* You'd have beaten 'em 
all right. Now, Dr. Dan, my dear, you take 'em 
all ashore. There's two boats coming out of Pen- 
zance, an' I don't want nothin' to do With 'em." 

Mademoiselle and the Vicar were waiting for them 
on the granite steps, and Mademoiselle's dark eyes 
seemed to grow larger and darker with anxious 
sympathy as the boatful of wounded men drew in. 
She did not forget that it was for her house that they 
had fought and suffered, nor the strange anomaly 
that these were her country's natural enemies wounded 
in defending her from her own countrymen. 

** Is it very bad ? " she asked pitifully, as Dick 
came up. 

^' Not at all. Only a scratch," he said, with a smile,, 
but his face was somewhat pallid under the tan. 

" Oh, it was brave and good of you " 

" It was jolly fun. I only wish we'd bagged the 
lot." 

" My friends," she called out to the others, " we 
thank you with all our hearts. I will come and 
thank you each one. You are all brave boys, the 
bravest in all the world." 

They gave her a cheer to show her they were ready 
to do it again, and as she walked along with Dick 
and the rest to his own house, her face was full of such 
anxious concern that he thought he had never seen 
her look so pretty in his life before. 

When the ill-news concerning the other boat's 
crew ran round, all the relatives of every man of them 
came flocking after Dick with anxious faces and in- 
numerable questions, and their distress troubled him 
very much more than his own wound. 

Dr. Dan, however, in the intervals of patching up 
wounded men, did all the talking that was necessary, 
showed them how these others by their recklessness 
had jeopardised the whole adventure, soothed them 
by promise of a share of the prize along with the rest, 
and the suggestion that an exchange of prisoners 
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would be the natural end of the matter, and under* 
took to see to that matter himself. 

The bullet had gone right through Dick's shoulder, 
and he had bled a good deal. ^' But," said Dr. Dan, 
as he finished binding him up, ^^ with flesh like that 
you'll be all right agam in a fortnight — ^that is, if you 
keep quiet and give it fair play." 
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CHAPTER XIX 

WELL WOBTH IT 

Mademoiselle wanted to stop and nurse Dick, as 
the very smallest return she could make for all he had 
suffered on their behalf. 

And Dick would have enjoyed the rfile of interesting 
patient to the full with such a nurse, but he was 
naturally of a truthful and ingenuous disposition, 
and he had to confess that the thing he wanted most 
of all for the present was something to eat and drink 
and a good long sleep. The night had taken a good 
deal out of him, and Nature claimed her right to l^gin 
her reparation in her own way. 

So, presently. Dr. Dan sent them all about their 
business, and Dick tumbled into bed with his assist- 
ance, and was asleep in two minutes, in spite of 
wounded shoulder and the delightful recollection of 
the glowing pity-sweet face which had welcomed him 
at the top of the steps and conveyed him home with 
such grateful appreciation. 

He slept soundly the whole day, woke about six 
o'clock, and found himself hungry again. So he got 
up and tried to dress himself, but found it a difficult 
matter with an arm that had to be kept quiet, and 
so shouted for Aunt Becky. 

And Aunt Becky brought him up one of her own 
special pasties which she had been keeping hot for 
this contingency, and then she did for him as she had 
done when he was a small boy, and made him tell her 
of last night's doings, and all the time said not very 
much herself, but kept a very knowing face, and 
nodded shrewdly to herself at times as though she 
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had her own ideas of things, which she undoubtedly 
had. 

When he went down the stair, whistling softly to 
himself, and opened the door of the sitting-room. 
Mademoiselle jumped up out of one of the big chairs 
by the fire and came to meet him with outstretched 
hands. He could only give her one in return, but she 
shook that in both of hers and wrung it very warmly. 

" You are better ? Yes ? I can see it. Come, sit 
by the fire," pushing over her own chsdr for him, " and 
you will tell me everything.'* 

" But that is your chair " 

'^ Not at all. I will sit here. You are invalid and 
must do as you are told. Does it hurt very badly ? " 
looking with pointed sympathy at the useless lump 
inside his guernsey, which represented his arm. 

" I believe it troubles you more than it does me. 
It*8 a nuisance having only one arm, of course, but it 
doesn't hurt anything to speak of." 

"" Aunt Becky is letting us stop here for a day or 
two," she explained quickly. 

'* That's jolly." 

'^ You see, it has made me a little nervous, all this, 
though that is not a weakness with me generally. 
But " 

" I don't wonder. You're far better here." 

*' Well, I would have known no peace up there. 
All night I would have lain awake thinking that 
horrid man was coming back, and every sound would 
have been him. And the old house has many sounds 
when the south-west wind blows strong." 

" You did quite right to come down, though I don't 
think there's any fear of him coming back after the 
licking we gave him." 

"He is a very stubborn man and very cunning, 
and what he wants I do not know." 

" It looked this time as if he wanted to make an 
end of you all, by the way he went to work." 

" It would be quite to his mind to get rid of us all, 
of that I am sure. Then, if he could, he would get 
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those men in Paris, who are just like him, to give him 
all my father's lands and chateaux. How I wish you 
had killed him 1 Then it would all have ended and 
I should have no more fear." 

'" It was jolly hard luck his getting aboard the other 
ship. But we couldn't tell, you see." 

You did splendidly, magnificently I " and the 
sweet face flushed with fervour and the dark eyes 
shone radiantly on him, and it seemed to him that 
a crippled arm was a small price to pay for such an 
uncommonly pleasant state of things. 

" Now you will tell me, myself, all about it before 
the others come in. Michel is up at the house seeing 
chains fixed on the door, so that whenever you come 
you will ring, and John Jago will only open the door 
three inches till he asks who you are. And Dr. Dan 
and the Vicar are to come over for supper to hear it 
all. But you will teU me first." 

" But there's really nothing to tell, you know. We 
just rowed out to the nearest ship and climbed in, and 
if the others had followed orders and joined us, we'd 
have had them without any trouble. It was \m- 
commonly stupid of them, but I'm sorry they've paid 
so dear for it." 

'^ I, too, am sorry, but we must try and recompense 
them, and their wives and children while they are 
away. But how did you know that man had come 
again ? You must have got up to the house almost 
as soon as he did," and she looked at him searchingly. 

" Oh — ^well, you see. We just happened " 

^^ You just happen to be over-modest, mon ami, 
like all brave men," and the dark eyes sparkled at 
catching him in her little trap. '^ You just happened 
to have been on the watch, night after night, while we 
were sleeping and knew nothmg of it. I have heard 
all about it, and I thank you, once more, with all my 
heart. To find such chivalry — and such modesty — 
truly, it makes me at times almost regret that I was 
not bom English." 

Dick's not, as a rale, too-ready tongue almost 
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jerked out that he wished she had been; but a 
nimbler thought, quickened by her charm and beauty^ 
told him that if she had been she might not have been 
just what she was. So he only reddened, and laughed 
confusedly at being tripped on the edge of a fib. 

" It's Uncle John Carter you should thank," he 
said. " It was he put us on our guard, by sending us 
word of those two sloops dodging about outside. 
But for that we'd have known nothing about it." 

"' I will thank him when I see him, but it was you 
did all the work. Now tell me all about it — and no 
more prevarications I " 

Michel and Dr. Dan and the Vicar came in before 
he had finished, and when they had had supper and 
drew up round the fire — ^not that it was cold, but the 
fire was cheerful of a night still — ^he had to tell it all 
again, Mademoiselle with threatening finger insisting 
on all the details of his own doings whenever he tried 
to slur them over. 

" It is absolutely amazing," commented the Vicar. 
" What on earth does the man want ? " 

" Papers, he says," said Mademoiselle. *' But my 
father says there are none." 

" I know what he'd like," said Michel — " and that 
is to make an end of my father and myself " 

" And me." 

" No, not you. He probably thinks that if we were 
out of the way he could make you marry him " 

" Ma foi I " with a bristle of mighty contempt. 

^^ And so get hold of all he considers he has lost. 
He has got certain influence in Paris, I believe, and 
maybe he thinks he could work it somehow." 

" I would kill myself first." 

^^ It will be better to kill him the first chance that 
comes. Then his schemes will all be ended." 

" Mon Dieu, but I wish he were dead ! For, if he 
gets the chance, he will certainly kill you both over 
there," and the shadow of the future fell upon her 
again. 

" We couldn't believe our ears and eyes," $aid Dr. 
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Dan quickly, by way of diversion. " I heard the 
first gun '• 

" 1 was at the window when you came,'* said the 
Vicar, seconding his efforts. 

" If you'd come to my room you'd have found me 
at the window, so there's nothing in that. I shall let 
you wake yourself next time." 

^" I woke myself this time. I thought it must be 
some ship in distress " 

"' Then we saw it was firing at the Mount and he 
said " 

" No, I didn't " 

" It sounded like it anyway, and I was shocked." 

" No, you weren't. You were swearing like a 
trooper and trying to get your legs into your coat- 
sleeves." 

"" Then we ran down to the boat and pulled across 
as quick as we could, and found the Mount humming 
like a hive. You and the men had just gone off in 
the boats, and every one was agog to Imow what 
it all meant. It was the damnedest piece of impu- 
dence " 

" Daniel 1 " 

'^ Well, so it was and I'll say so again — ^the damned- 
est piece of impudence since the last time the Sallee 
Rovers came in, and that's one hundred and fifty 
years ago. However, they've paid. We must have 
over thirty of them including those you trapped 
here." 

*^ You ought to be able to exchange them for our 
men," ssdd Dick. 

" I've written to London about it to-day, and given 
them an account of the whole matter. Sir John will 
be across to-morrow, I expect, and he'll take it up too. 
We'll get 'em back all right. Pity we hadn't some 
biff guns here to bang back at them with." 

We've got some coming, only they're not very 
big. I spoke for those out of the sloop, and John 
Carter's going to send them over." 

'' Does he claim her ? " asked Dr. Dan. 

L 
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" Only his proper share in her. The men here are 
to get the rest. But I expect Uncle John will want 
to keep the boat herself. He can probably make good 
use of her." 

He told them all they wanted to know, and Dr. 
Dan undertook to have the old weU blocked up next 
day, and then he went out to have a look round his 
other patients and to cheer the wives of the missing 
men with a hopeful word. 

^' We wanted Mademoiselle and her brother to 
come to Gimdarron, but they wouldn't," said the 
Vicar, with an assumption of discontent. ** Couldn't 
stand Dan, I suppose." 

" We thought our father might come home any 
day, you see," said Mademoiselle quickly. " And 
if he had come and we were not there ** 

" I do wonder what's keeping Uncle Jack," said 
Dick musingly. " He'd no idea of stopping over 
there, I know." 

" fii a matter like that you never can tell," said 
the Vicar. " They may have found more to do than 
thev looked for. They may be here to-morrow." 

^^ I hope they'll get back before the seventh," said 
Michel, or everything will miscarry." 

" Ah ! " said the Vicar, and wondered whether it 
might not perhaps be better for all concerned that 
they should not get back by the seventh. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



CHAPTER XX 

ONE RETURNS 

The Vicar's hopeful forecast proved a true one. 

They were sitting at breakfast next mominff. 
Mademoiselle delightfully ministering to all Dick s 
needs, when, with a hasty thump on the door, one 
stuck in his head, shouted, "Master Dick — Kitti- 
wake ! " and was off again like a shot, and they all 
after him. 

They joined the crowd on the sea-wall just as The 
KiUiwake came slipping roimd the west batteiy 
point, and Michel and Mademoiselle strained their 
anxious eyes to see who was aboard of her. She was 
running quietly in on a westerly wind, and no one 
was visible till a stalwart figure ducked round between 
mainsail and jib and stood waving his hat to those on 
shore. 

" Uncle Jack I *' said Dick, satisfied on that head, 
and the other two gazed anxiously for their hoped-for 
share in the home-coming. 

But the boat, rounding in to the harbour, showed 
only two more aboard, and there was no mistaking 
them for anybody but John Broad and Bob Ivy. 

"He is not come,** breathed Mademoiselle sadly, 
alongside Dick, in something between a whisper and 
a si^. 

" No,*' jerked Michel brusquely, to hide his dis- 
appointment. " He is not come. Eh bien 1 '* 

'^ Everjrthing*s all right, Ma*m*selle, or Uncle Jack 
wouldn't look so cheerful," said Dick confidently, as 
they went along the quay to the steps. 

" I will hope so,*' but her face was not hopeful. 

" He is quite all right,** said Bastian, to the two 
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anxious faces that met him on the steps, as he caught 
their hands and shook them reassuringly. " I've lots 
of messages for you. Why, Dick, my boy, what 
mischief have you been getting into ? *' 

** Tell you later. There's Aunt Becky looking out 
for you, and I can see by her face she thinks you've 
had nothing to eat since you left home. John Broad, 
you havens been starving in France anyway, and 
Bob's as fat as a tadpole," and they went along to 
the house, and found Aunt Becky piling the table 
with what she deemed adequate provision for a 
starving mariner. 

" WhaX kept you so long. Uncle Jack ? " asked 
Dick, to start him. ^^ And where did you leave M. de 
St. Aubin ? And why couldn't he come with you ? " 

^^ I parted from him on the shore at Kermeniou, 
near Koscoff, yesterday. He was in the best of 
health, and begged me to convc]^ to you both all 
possible assurances of his affection and constant 
thought of you." 

" Why could he not come ? " asked Ren^ quietly. 

" Well, he found things not quite so forward as he 
expected over there, and he's been working night and 
day all over the country to get them into line. He 
asked me to wait, expecting and hoping each day to 
be able to get away. It was with the greatest reluct- 
ance that he decided that he could do more good there 
than by coming across." 

" Will he be over in time for — ^you know ? " asked 
Michel, with an anxious nod. 

" I'll tell you all about that later. Now, what's 
been happening here, and what's this special mischief 
of Dick^ ? " 

And Ren^ and Michel told him all about it, and 
with such gusto that it was with diflBculty he could 
get on with Aunt Becky's pasty for sheer astonish- 
ment. 

" Well I " he said, gazing at them all as though he 
could scarce believe his ears. ^^ Of all the amazing 
things ! To think of them bombarding the Mount. 
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Dick, my boy, you're a credit to your country, and 
I'm glad it's no worse. Healing all right, you say ? " 

" It's all right," said Dick. " Only I feel like a baby 
again. Can't dress myself, and have to be helped with 
my meals — ^though I don't mind that part or it," he 
added hastily, and Mademoiselle made a Uttle mouth. 

" Well, I'm thankful it's no worse — ^as it very well 
might have been," with a solemn nod, for his own old 
experiences told him all the dangers that underlay an 
adventure such as that. 

When he had eaten, he told them all he knew of 
matters in Brittany. 

M. de St. Aubin had got into communication at 
once with the leading spirits of the rising, and Bastian 
himself had gone with him to some of the nearest 
meetings, and had seen Puisaye, and Jean Cottereau — 
whom the people called " Chat-huant," the Screech- 
Owl, or Chouan — ^and Silver-Leg, the wonderful 
beggar whose real name was Louis Treton, of whose 
cleverness and whole-hearted enthusiasm he spoke in 
glowing terms. 

Then M. de St. Aubin had gone down into La 
Vendue to meet the leaders there — Lescure, and 
Charette, and Henri de Larochejacquelein. 

But, while he found the promises of all these fully 
justified by the spirit of the peasants, who were only 
waiting the word to rise in their thousands, he found 
also a certain disinclination on the part of the rank 
and file to operate at any great distance from their 
own districts. 

The very Conservatism which declined to accept 
the violent changes of this new order of things, made 
also for a stolid disinclination towards adventures in 
farther fields. 

They revolted against change. They would fight 
to the death against the red hand that had been 
reached out against their Church and their King, and 
menaced them now in their own homes. But they 
must fight in their own way, which had so fax proved 
a good way. 
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They knew every foot of their own country, above 
ground and below. But if they went abroad they 
would be all astray and wandered. 

Let those over yonder defend their own ground 
which they knew by heart, and they themselves 
would defend their own country here. 

All reasonable enough from their own narrow point 
of view, and not devoid of wisdom, but discouraging 
to larger-minded leaders whose hopes were fixed on a 
triumphant march on Paris and the restoration of the 
monarchy. 

The various leaders on the spot, however, had in 
most cases been doing their best to break down these 

Srejudices, and had to some extent succeeded. They 
eclared that all that was needed now was a Prince 
of the Blood as leader, a nucleus of regular troops 
round which the huge disjointed bands could rally, 
and better arms, cannon, and money for the necessary 

Provisioning, to start the great ball rolling towards 
^aris for the crushing of the Convention and the 
freeing of the land. 

The promise of all these M. de St. Aubin had sent 
them, but he himself was the incarnation of that 
promise, and his presence had more effect than all the 
promises man could make. 

He was known — ^by name throughout the whole of 
Brittany, and personally in all his own districts. 
And everywhere he was held in that hiffh esteem 
which among the Breton peasants fell little short of 
reverence. His word meant great things. His 
presence meant everything, and that was why he had 
found it absolutely necessary to stay there on the 
spot. 

All this John Bastian told them, bit by bit, together 
with vivid little details of the men he had met and 
the things he had seen. 

And when l\e had done, Michel put the question 
that had been on his tongue all along, ^* And what 
about the expedition ? He must be back for that." 

" I have brought with me letters from the Marquis 
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to the men in London, which I am to send on at once, 
and also two sealed letters and certain very explicit 
instructions as to their delivery. Your father asked 
me to leave it to you whether you would go up to 
Plymouth with one, and hand it to the Prince as soon 
as the expedition has started, or whether you prefer 
to join him in Brittany.** 

And who will deliver it in that case ? ** 
** If you decide to join him, he has begged me to see 

Sersonally to the delivery of the letters. But the 
ecision was to be entirely in your hands." 
" Then, M. Bastian, I will join my father, for I 
think my place is by his side.** 

" Yes,** said Mademoiselle firmly, but the sweet 
face was shadowed by its cloud again. 
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CHAP^R XXI 

ANOTHER GOES 

John Carter sent Dick's seven brass guns across 
from Prussia Cove the very next day, in three trips 
of one of his largest boats, and when the Mount's 
men, women and children had inspected them to their 
heart's content, he had them hauled with ropes and 
much laboiir up to the platform outside the front 
door of the big house, and there ranged to his satisfac- 
tion, and they made a very brave show. 

Sir John St. Aubyn came across while they were at 
it, and had to hear the whole story again, and ex- 
pressed himself in such highly complimentary terms 
to Master Richard that that modest youth's ears 
tingled as though they had chilblains. 

He was mightily interested in the story of Joseph 
Garat's visits, and amazed at the thought of those 
subterranean entrances to his house of which he had 
been wholly unaware. 

He went down into the lower rooms and inspected 
their sealings of the passages, and vowed they had 
blocked up one of his wine-cellars containing some 
most extraordinary vintages. But that was only a 
joke of his, and he approved of all they had done, 
though he would have liked to go down the old* well 
and fathom out its mysteries for himself. 

He expressed his regrets very nicely to Mademoiselle 
that any house of his should have lent itself to her 
discomfort, and agreed with John Bastian that such 
intimate knowledge of unknown things by an out- 
sider pointed by no means improbably to co-operation 
on the part of the twin Mount across the water. 

He also greatly regretted M. de St. Aubin's absence, 
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and they deemed it best not to go into that matter, or 
any of the matters attendant on it, with him. But 
John Bastian thought from his manner, and from the 
very fact of his askine so few questions, that he was 
not in ignorance of what was towards. And his last 
words to Mademoiselle when he was leaving seemed 
to confirm that idea. 

*^ My dear," he said, as he held her hand and looked 
up into the sweet clouded face — with kindly meaning, 
Bastian thought — " if any further trouble befall you, 
remember Clowance is always open to you, and do not 
hesitate to claim any assistance that it is in my power 
to give. Don't forget that we are cousins.*' 

And Mademoiselle thanked him very prettily and 
promised. 

And now, since his going was settled, Michel was 
desirous to be gone — sorry, indeed, to leave his sister, 
though quite satisfied that he left her in good hands, 
but anxious above all things to be up and doing in 
the great business by his father's side. 

John Bastian had offered to take him across in 
Tht KiUiwake^ but under discussion it was decided 
that so much now hung upon the delivery of the 
Marquis's letters to the Frince that no unnecessary 
risks must be undertaken. For if anything happened 
to him, by shipwreck or capture — and all who 
travelled the seas were alwavs subject to these — and 
those letters never reached their destination, the 
expedition would not know where to make for, and 
the junction of forces, on which everything depended, 
would never take place. 

So Bastian went across to Prussia Cove and had a 
talk with ^^ The King," and he, being in miffhty good 
humour over his new acquisition, undertoc^ at once 
to land Michel on whatever part of the Breton coast 
he desired, and it was arranged that he should start 
the following day in charge of Uncle Nicholas Rodda. 

He went across that night to say good-bye to 
Dr. Dan and the Vicar, and was all agog with excite- 
ment, and in such high spirits that even the sight of 
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Rent's face — sober in spite of all her efforts— -could 
not depress him. 

He and Uncle Nick set off next day, Mademoiselle 
went at once to her room, and they saw no more of her 
that night. 

" It is very hard on her," said Bastian gravely. 

** What do you think will come of it all, Uncle 
Jack ? ** asked Dick, as they lit their pipes. 

" If they were all like M. de St. Aubin and Michel,*' 
said Bastian, with a shrewd nodding of the head, 
which, if it emphasised his opinion of their friends, 
seemed undoubtedly suggestive of doubts concerning 
the rest. 

** Who do you mean — the men over there ? " 

" No, the men over here. IVe no faith in the 
Bourbons, Dick, and that's a fact. I wish our 
friends had a better cause to Rght for. The men over 
there are true as steel, as far as I could judge — 
fanatics almost, for their religion first, and incidentally 
for the Bourbons as representing some kind of 
guarantee, it seems to me. And change was inevitable 
and necessary. Even M. de St. Aubm acknowledges 
that." 

" If he succeeds he'll be able to improve things, 
mavbe." 

If it depended on him; but a king is a king, 
and I'm afraid a Bourbon is always a Bourbon. I 
gathered, from one or two little things that the 
Marquis said, that he was none too well pleased with 
the people he met in London and the way they met 
hJm. But he did not say much. It was more his 
manner than what he actually said." 

" It will be terrible for Mademoiselle if anything 
happens to those two." 

She is feeling it terribly, poor girl, and so is her 
father. Michel, of course, thinks more of the adven- 
ture, and he'll get his fill, unless I'm mistaken. It 
will be hot work — no quarter on either side, they 
say." 

'^ Hope to goodness they'll come through safe," 
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said Dick despondently. *^ If they get killed it will 
break her all up." 

'" We must hope for the best and do all we can to 
keep her spirits up. She's inclined to fear the worst, 
and I'm not surprised." 

" I wish I could do something. It feels mean to 
sit here doing nothing. I wish I'd gone with Michel." 

But Bastian shook his head at that. 

" You couldn't, my boy. And you mustn't lose 
sight of the fact that we are both still in the service," 
at which Dick gave a snort, opprobrious of the British 
Admiralty. '^ The fact that they pass us over at 
present doesn't release us from our obligations. 
Another set may come in up there and we might be 
called upon at any time " 

" You're helping. Why shouldn't I ? " 

" You're going to, my boy, if that arm will let you," 
and Dick's ears pricked and his face brightened. 

" But we're going simply to do a service to our 
friend the Marquis de St. Aubin, who finds himself 
in somewhat of a strait. It's a distinction without a 
difference, perhaps; but to my mind there is a 
difference. Though it's rather a fine point " — ^he 
added musingly, ^' and maybe it wouldn't stand much 
chopping at. 

^' Here's how it stands," he said, drawing himself 
up argumentatively, as though to demolish Dick's 
scruples, — in reality his own. " I don't feel that I 
could conscientiously go and fight for the re-establish- 
ment of a cause in which I have no faith, even if I 
were at liberty to do so. I doubt if it is the best thing 
for France that the Bourbons should be re-established. 
I detest the methods of the mob in Paris, but there 
is not a doubt that the people were suffering terribly. 
M. de St. Aubin acknowledges it himself. So, you see, 
both my conscience and my duty keep me out of the 
fight. But then comes our friend, St. Aubin, and 
says, * I have undertaken to do a certain thine at 
a certain time, and something else has cropped up 
which prevents me doing it. You are the only ones 
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I can trust to do it. Will you do it for me ? ' Now, I 
want you to tell me how I could have refused ? ** 

" You couldn't," 

" Well, rightly or wrongly, that's how I felt about 
it. And so I've undertaken to deliver a letter from 
the Marquis to M. d'Artois at Plymouth on the sixth 
of next month, and it is to tell him where the Breton 
contingents will be waiting for him and the expedi- 
tion." 

" That's all right. There's not much in that." 

*' Not much, maybe, but it's the hook on which the 
whole thing hangs. If that letter should not be 
delivered, everytlung will be in confusion and many 
thousands of lives tlu'own away for nothing. And so 
— ^and this is where I was hoping for your help, my 
boy — I got the Marquis to duplicate the letter, and 
I undertook that you would carry one copy and I the 
other, by different routes, so that there should be no 
possibility of failure " 

" I'm ready." 

" What about that arm ? " 

** Pooh 1 It won't hurt. Besides, it'll be all right 
in a day or two." 

*' You could sail with it better than you could 
ride." 

^' Rather ! Sail with it to-day, if you like. I can 
run round to Plymouth in The Kittiwake in twelve 
hours, if there's anything like a decent wind." 

^^ And I can ride it in five or six. Between us we 
ought to do it all right.^' 

^ We'll do it all right, and I'll be mighty glad to be 
doing something for them." 

^^ My idea is that we meet at the London Inn. You 
remember it ? " with a twinkle in his eyes. 

** Rather 1 Where we used to go to the dances." 

" That's the place, in Vauxhall Street. Whichever 
arrives first will wait for the other up to mid-day on 
the sixth. Then I see a difficulty." 

" What's that ? " 

^* If they act up to M. de St. Aubin's instructions 
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they will be all ready to start at mid-day, and only 
waiting for his messenger. He is very urgent that 
no word as to their destination should get out, and 
the importance of that is obvious. If it is possible 
he wants his letter opened only when they are at sea. 
If I were in their place I wouldn't let that messenger 
on shore again." 

" I see. Whoever takes it may have to go on." 

^^ Exactly ! — ^and may have to go further than he 
wishes." 

" We*D have to take our chance of that. There's 
no sign of those old duffers waking up and calling 
on us." 

** It would be mighty awkward if they did ; but 
we cannot, I think, let the bare chance of it stop 
U8 from doing what we can for our friends, so we'll 
risk it." 
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CHAPTER XXII 

THE HOVERING SHADOW 

Mademoiselle met them at breakfast next morning 
with a face so resolutely calm and unruffled that a 
stranger, unless possessed of a quite uncommon faculty 
for seeing below the surface, might well have judged 
her of a happy and contented mind. 

She even bravely essayed a smile at times, in 
response to their determined cheerfulness. But the 
smiles were like the fleeting sunbeams on a still 
October day, which pass all too quickly and leave 
behind them the shadowy prospect of the days to 
come. 

The stout hearts on either side of the table, she 
sitting at the head, were sorer for her than any fore- 
boding on their own account could ever have made 
them. But they were resolute not to show it, and did 
their best. 

Bastian descanted on the enthusiasm and fidelity 
of the Bretons he had met, and she was keenlv 
interested in all he could tell her of these men with 
whom her father's and brother's lot was bound up. 

She put searching questions to him, now and 
Again, which showed how deeply she had thought the 
whole matter out, how vitally she had probed the 
possibilities of success and failure, and how clearly 
she understood upon what small matters these may 
hang at times. 

And upon most heads he could satisfy her, from what 
her father had told him as they journeyed together. 

He knew there were many thousands of pairs of 
boots being taken over. 

** Sabots are so slow," said she. 

16S 
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And muskets in quantity. 

*^ Our people's guns are so old-fashioned and 
cumbersome." 

And swords and bayonets. 

" They are much better than scythes tied on to 
poles." 

*' And the wounded ? " she asked. ** I suppose 
the women will be allowed to tend them ? K is 
horrible to think of wounded men lying uncared for. 
If they would have let me go I could at all events have 
done that, but my father said no." 

" You are much better here, Mademoiselle. It 
would only have doubled all his anxieties, and he has 
quite enough to think of," said Bastian quietly, but 
m>m all he had gathered he feared that on one side 
in each fight the wounded would not need much 
tending. That, however, was one of the things it 
was not necessary for her to know. 

"And you are going to help by delivering my 
father's letter to the Prince ? " she said gratefmly to 
Bastian. 

" We are both going ^" 

"Both? Why?" 

" I have it in auplicate to prevent any miscarriage. 
I shall go by land, Dick by water. I hope we'D 
both get there all right, but one of us is pretty 
sure to." 

" It is good of you," she said warmly. " When do 
you go ? " 

" Dick will take the best wind that offers on the 
fourth or fifth. I start on the fifth." 

" But your arm ? " to Dick. 

"It will be all right. The boat won't hurt it 
anvway." 

And we have thought. Mademoiselle, that while 
we are away it would be pleasanter for you at Gun- 
darron with Dr. Dan and tne Vicar. It will give them 
very great pleasure if you Mrill." 

" Must I leave the Mount ? " she asked wistfully, 

*• Only for the day or two." 
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" I am quite happy here." 

" I think we would feel more easy in our minds if 
we knew you were at Gundarron." 

** Very well. I will go there. But you will let 
me come back here ? " 

" You know we are only too glad to be of any service 
to you." 

You are very good," she said once more. 

She went up to the big house after breakfast, 
nominally to get some things she wanted, and Bastian 
and Dick busied themselves getting out their uniforms 
and putting them into good shape. 

" Why ? asked Dick, when Bastian got his out 
of its boxes and began looking over it carefully. 

" Because, my boy, in Plymouth an officer can go 
where a civilian cannot, and can get service which 
another cannot. Moreover, I have no desire myself 
to come into personal relations Mrith the press-cangs. 
They're generally pretty busy round there, and they 
are no respecters of persons, as you know. I'm quite 
ready to serve my country, but not as an A.B. and a 
pressed man." 

And Dick dived into his boxes. 

Dr. Dan and the Vicar were to come across to 
dinner, and as the time drew near and there was no 
sign of Mademoiselle, Dick volunteered to go in search 
of her. And, in a freak of boyish humour, with Aunt 
Becky's assistance, he hastily donned his uniform — 
blue coat with white cuffs and lapels, long white 
waistcoat, white breeches, cocked hat and all, pinned 
up his empty sleeve, slipped on his shoulder-belt and 
sword, and ran off round the seaward side of the house 
and up the hill that way, to the vast perplexity and 
enjoyment of all the youngsters who happened to catch 
sight of him. 

John Jago's astonished face, in the narrow opening 
of the chained door, as his hand flew instinctively to 
the salute, was a sight to see and tickled him im- 
mensely. 

" Odd rabbet it ! But you give me the jump» 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE HOVERING SHADOW 161 

Master Dick. What be you figged up like that for ? " 
as he opened the door. 

'' Just to give the old togs an airing. Uncle John. 
I may want 'em soon." 

" Ay ay, sir ? That's good noos." 

" Where's Ma'm'selle ? Dinner's almost ready." 

" Why, she left here over an hour ago. Isn't she 
down there ? " 

" No, she's not." 

" Then look in the httle cleft over this side. Master 
Dick. She's often sitting there, looking over at 
France, when you can't find her anywhere else." 

So Dick slipped down to the lower path that ran 
through the great piled rocks by the western battery, 
and running along[ it saw her lying, like a dove 
in its nest, in a little green cup h^f-way up the 
slope. 

At sight of him she jiJtnped up hastily, and stood 
for a moment staring at him with crumpled brows and 
startled eyes. And her face went white for a moment, 
and then flushed with heightened colour, as he sprang 
up the slope and she recognised him. 

*^ You gave me a fright," she said, regarding him 
critically under this new aspect. 

" I'm sorry. I didn't mean to." 

" I thought you were an officer of the Blues. You 
see I was thinking of them over there, and it is the 
Blues they will be fighting. And then you came 
rushing in like an actual evu Blue " 

" Oh, I say." 

" You look very nice in them," she said quickly, 
by way of compensation. " So much more — ^more — 
dressed than you usually are." 

** I dare say. But the old duds are a sight more 
comfortable. I hate full fig." 

" Then why did you put them on ? Just to give 
me a fright and make me think you were a wicked 
Blue ? " 

^* No. Uncle Jack says we've got to wear 'em when 
we go to Plymouth, so we were just seeing if they 
u 
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were all right, and I came along to tell you dinner 
was nearly ready and Dr. Dan and the Vicar are 
coming." 

" But why must you go dressed so to Plymouth ? *' 
she asked, as they walked towards the house, and he 
explained it to her, press-gang and all, and she was 
much interested. 

" I hardly seem to know you so dressed up," 
she said, looking at him sideways. 

** I'll take them off as soon as I get home." 

^' No, please keep them on for to-day. I shall get 
used to them. You look very — large in them, and 
very well." 

" Ah — ^ha I — ^Lieutenant Basset ! " was Dr. Dan's 
greeting to the uniform. ^' Quite a stranger ! Well, 
I hope ? Quite the buck, isn't he, my dear ? " 

*^ He gave me a fright. I thought he was a Blue 
come to take me away prisoner to France." 

" We'd all have something to say to that, my dear. 
And Monsieur Blue would have a pretty bad time of 
it. So you're coming to stop with us at Gundairon 
when these two desert you ? 

" They do not desert, monsieur. They are serving 
us greatly." 

" Of course they are, my dear, and glad to do it. 
Can't you find an errand for me too ? I believe the 
Vicar would even mount his bay mare to be of some 
use to you." 

'" You are all too good. But if you all went away 
I should feel very much alone, and it is sad to lose 
all one's friends." 

They made the evening as cheerful for her as they 
knew how to, and she responded bravely to their 
efforts. But below it all lay the dark cloud of fore- 
boding which is the lot of those who must perforce 
remain at home while those who are dearest to them 
adventure in the world outside. 

Uncle Nicholas Rodda came in before breakfast 
next day to report a quick passage and successful 
landing at Kermeniou, and that Michel had gone off 
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in the best of spirits to seek his father, who was said to 
be somewhere near St. Brieuc. 

Mademoiselle thanked him prettily in words and 
gold, but his news brought her no comfort. It was 
to her as though the driver of the tumbril had come 
round to tell her of the safe delivery of his victim at 
the foot of the guillotine. She looked upon Michel's 
landing in Brittany as but the first step towards the 
inevitable end which would leave her life broken and 
desolate. 

In these last two dreadful years she had passed 
through many grievous times and frightful experi- 
ences. But in cul of them she had had the company 
and support of her father and Michel. The world 
outside might howl and rave over the chaos it had 
made, but always, between it and her, these two had 
stood, and she had felt herself accompanied and 
protected. The protection might be of the slightest, 
but their company had been mighty comfort to her. 

And now, for the first time in her life, she felt 
herself alone in the world, absolutely alone — ^for she 
did not believe it possible that her two, in the fore- 
front as they must necessarily be, could ever come out 
alive from the hideous warfare of the Breton woods — 
and her loneliness was very terrible to her. 

The past had vanished for her behind the black 
pall that hung about the red pit of the Deluge. Of it 
all only her father and Michel had been left to her, 
and now they were gone too. 

By a miracle of God's goodness — ^for which she 
never ceased to thank Him — ^the sun had shone out 
on their extremity, on this side the palling clouds, 
and had led them to this haven of rest, and to kindness 
and goodness of heart unparalleled. 

In her loneliness and sadness her heart turned 
instinctively, aiid with wistful longing, towards these 
new friends whose worth she had proved. 

The past was past — friends, standing, prospects, 
her father, Michel, her cousin St. Croix--everything 
gone in the Deluge. 

M2 
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The present was all darkness^— except for these 
new friends. 

The future 

Her heart, tender with its bruisings, was ready for 
new impressions and a new outlook. 
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CHAPTER XXm 

OLD maids' cackle 

It would have been as impossible as it would have 
been unnatural for the goodfellowship which existed 
between these wann-hearted Cornishmen and Ren6e 
de St. Aubin not to wonder to itself at times — ^ten- 
tatively at first, and with a sense almost of sacrilege — 
if something more were altogether beyond the bounds 
of possibility. 

Something ? — ^and, as their friendship deepened 
and strengthened — everything I 

Not one of them, from the Vicar himself — ^to 
accord him the pre-eminence which he would himself 
have claimed by right of his profession, and which 
Dr. Dan would have thrust upon him on the score 
of his years — down to Dick Basset, but owned in his 
inmost heart that the coming of Mademoiselle had 
changed all his outlook on life. 

To the Vicar and Dr. Dan she had become a rich 
treas\u*e of delight. Just to sit and watch the emo- 
tional play of her sweet mobile face, which responded 
so exquisitely to the tune of the sweet high soul within^ 
was to them a new and wonderful experience. They 
had seen much of well-born men and women, but 
neither of them had ever met, or been on terms of 
such unique friendship with, so fair and spirited a 
girl as this. 

After a day or an evening in her company, they 
would sit silently over their long pipes and the fire, 
recalling, each to himself, bewildering visions of her 
face, the soft glamour of the great dark eyes, the sweet 
tones of her voice, with its delicious little mispro- 
nunciations of English and lapses into French, which 
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echoed in their hearts as the very prettiest talk they 
had ever heard. 

And if their thinking ended in a sigh, as it usually 
did, the other of them would echo it, and Dr. Dan 
miffht growl — 

Ay, ay, my lad I And to think that if you'd 
married Helen Godolphin I might have had a niece 
like yon sweet lass." 

" Granddaughter 'd be more like it," the Vicar 
would grunt, for Helen Godolphin had jilted him for 
a coronet fifty years before and he had not got over 
it yet. " Poor Nell ! " he said presently, " I think I 
could have given her a happier life "—she had died 
of a broken heart forty-seven years ago. 

" Ay, sure I " said Dr. Dan feelingly, and sorry that 
he had dug up the ghost of the past. ^^ I wonder 
sometimes what our two boys are feeling about our 
little Ma'm'selle ? " 

" No, you don't. You're no more blind than I am. 
They both of them love the ground she treads on, 
just as you and I do, and you know it." 

" Well, well I . . . But that may make trouble, 
and I'd be sorry to see that. . . . Fine boys ! It 
would be a sad pity. . . . But John's old enough to be 
her father '^ 

^' At a pinch, maybe. He's in his prime and a 
strong man, soul and body. I don't know a finer. 
And his heart is very young — clean and young I — ^a 
good man all through." 

" So's Dick." 

" So is Dick. But he's only a boy. ... Do you 
remember, Dan, how Basset came home from India 
and snapped up Mary Trevanion, just when we all 
thought she and Jack Bastian would hit it off ? " 

Dr. Dan grunted. 

'^ It would be an odd thing if John Bastian carried 
off this girl from her son in just the same way," mused 
the Vicar. 

" She's to marry some cousin in France ^" 

" Was to. There's a very big gulf between then 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



OLD MAIDS* CACKLE 167 

and now. He's most likely dead. . . . Anyway, 
family arrangements such as that wouldn't count for 
much now, I should say. And in any case Ma'm'selle 
has a mind of her own, if I know anything about 
her. ... I wonder how she'll be left if anything 
happens to her father and brother ? " 

Enough to live on, I believe ; and much to look 
forward to if the old order comes back." 

" That's a long look-out." 

^^ If she had nothing, and came to us, I'd bless the 
day." 

" Ay ! " 

And the bare possibility of such a prospect kept 
them silent with rosy thoughts for a time. 

" John's got between two and three thousand a 
year, I suppose," said the Vicar presently, reeling 
out his train of thought. ^^ And Dick has as much, 
or more " 

" And between them they don't spend more than 
about twopence-halfpenny.' 

" That's so," said the Vicar. *' Among us all 
Mademoiselle ought not to starve." 

" Ma'm'selle won't starve," said Dr. Dan, leaning 
forward to knock out his pipe on the hob. **' David 
Dominic, do you know we're cackling like a pair of 
old maids ? I'm going to bed." 
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THE LITTLE RIFT 

The morning of the fifth brought with it a steady 
south-west wind which waiting could not improve 
upon and might much more Ukely spoil. 

Dick's cap — ^his cocked hat was under cover in the 
hatch forward — covered a headful of most explicit 
directions as to his proceedings in all possible con- 
tingencies ; and safely stowed away, under his white 
waistcoat, and his blue coat with the white lapels, 
and his big blue cloak over all, was a copy of that 
important letter upon the safe delivery of which 
so much depended. 

His arm was healing well, and Dr. Dan had so 
strapped and bandaged it that it was not likely to 
suffer any jll-effects, unless his voyage ran into un- 
looked-for casualties. 

He had chosen John Broad and Bob Ivy for his 
crew, and they had chuckled at Captain Bastian's 
pointed warnings as to press-gangs, and promised 
their wives to come home again without fail. 

" Good luck to you, my boy ! " said Bastian, at 
the top of the granite steps. *^ I shall be waiting for 
you there." 

" I'll be there first, I wager you." 

** Well then, wait for me ! And — ^keep clear of 
the Manacles 1 " — at which Dick smiled grimly and 
nodded. 

" Dieu vous garde ! Bon voyage 1 " had been 
Mademoiselle's quiet farewell, but Dick said to himself 
that he would willingly go round the world for her, 
to have her look at him like that. 

He waved his hand, as John Broad and Bob Ivy 
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took the oars and pulled out of the harbour. And 
again, as the others walked along by the sea-wall, 
and The KitHwake curtseyed to the wind and then, 
opposite the battery, leaned over and bounded forward 
like a hound from the leash. And once again, to a 
hardly-to-be-discemed figure standing this side of 
the big rocks, as they made a short slant across the 
bay. And then he sat back into his seat and felt 
lumpish. 

It was nothing of a voyage and void of danger, and 
somehow he felt a quite unaccustomed lack of heart 
in it. 

He had always hitherto started on a journey in 
the highest of spirits, eager for experiences, keen for 
possible adventure. No matter what the business, 
so long as it offered possibilities of seeing and 
doing. 

And here he was bound on Mademoiselle's business 
—or at aU events her father's, and that came to the 
same thing — ^and yet, somehow, his spirits were flat 
as bilge-water and his heart was under hatches. 

How those great dark eyes of hers haunted one I — 
with that soft luminous look in them which made 
them, he thought, the most beautiful eyes in all the 
world. 

He had often caught that look in them of late. 
There was a kind of misty darkness about them — 
perhaps that was the effect of the long dark lashes — 
through which the eyes themselves shone with the 
tender radiance of stars looking up out of a dark, 
fern-fringed well. 

It was a look that lived in one's memory, and stirred 
one's heart, and swam before one's eyes in the backs 
of rounded waves and against grey cliffs and green 
uplands and the blue sky itself. 

It was so full of — ^what ? Of all that she had passed 
through ? — of all that she foreboded, for others 
rather than for herself ? — of trust, and hope, and 
gratitude, of doubts and fears ? 

He could not tell. But whatever it was it was very 
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good to companion with — ^to muse upon and to cany 
with one. 

" Best turn, sir," growled John Broad. " We can 
do it now," and Dick set her nose for Lizard Point 
and dropped back into his thoughts again. 

He had never been given to introspection. Other 
people and outside things had engaged his mind and 
always been much more interesting than himself. 

Almost for the first time in his life he was wondering 
what it was he was feeling inside him — ^apart from 
physical feeling — ^and why. For, there was no doubt 
about it, he had never in his life felt as he did just 
now. And he set himself doggedly to get at the 
meaning of it. 

Mademoiselle, of course, had made a great difference 
to him, aU the difference in the world. Her coming, 
and her whole sweet self, had altered his outlook on 
life. All his hopes and aspirations centred about her. 
She occupied his heart and his thoughts. He had 
never been in love before, but he knew that he loved 
Ren^e de St. Aubin with all his heart and soul. He 
would be quite ready to die for her, but he would 
very much sooner live for her. 

And she liked him, he was sure. They were the 
best of comrades. And that soft look in her eyes — 
and her gentle, " God keep you ! " as she said good- 
bye. — But then she was so absolutely aU good, and of 
so sweet and true a nature, that she could not help 

being gracious to everybody. Still, he thought 

He hoped He could not tell. 

And why should he feel so dull and heavy, as if 
a weight lay on his heart ? 

She was quite safe with Uncle Jack and 

It came upon him with so sudden a shock of dismay 
and distress that John Broad eyed him reproachfully 
as The KiUiwdke^s head fell off and her wings flapped 
uselessly. 

He was leaving her — ^with Uncle Jack I 

He was jealous — of Uncle Jack I 

His heart had given so violent a kick at that, that 
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his grip on the helm had slacked for an instant, and 
The Kittiwake and John Broad resented it. 

Then John's reproachful eye saw his jaw tighten 
and his face stiffen. The Kittiwake came up to the 
wind again and they bowled along as before. 

But in that moment Dick Basset grew from boy to 
the full stature of a man. 

Uncle Jack ! The best fellow in the world. The 
best friend any man could have. His more than 
f ather, for he had been father and elder brother all in 
one» and that is the happiest combination in the world. 

And he was jealous of him — feared his coming in 
between himself and Ren6e. 

It was the sight of them standing there together, 
himself going away, that had made him feel like this — 
so desperately dull and heavy and Itmipish. 

He loathed himself and his abominable thoughts, 
and sank into a great dejection. 

But — ^Uncle Jack I Why, it was absurd ! He was 
old enough to be her father I — almost, anyway. 

" But he is not old " — he remembered her saying 
that day down at Kynance Cove, and felt a curious 
pang now at the recollection of it. 

Efe had scoffed then at the idea of Uncle Jack 
beinff considered old. And she had said he was good 
and brave and kind and generous. And he had said 
he was the finest old chap in the world. He remem- 
bered every word of it. 

He wondered . . . He wondered. . . . 

And why not ? Uncle Jack was no older than 
himself in many things, but in all the best things he 
was older and wiser and better. He felt himself 
suddenly very young and callow. 

Would not the maturer wisdom, and strength, and 
knowledge of men and things and the world, combined 
with the youthful heart and the undeniably fine 
presence and bearing of such a man as Uncle Jack, 
appeal to a girl like Ren6e de St. Aubin — who, he was 
sure, was not at all like the ordinary run of girls — 
more than an uncouth fledgling like himself ? 
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The rosy gold which had tinged all his outlook 
faded suddenly and left it all grey. 

He could not hope to win such a prize if Uncle Jack 
were in the running. The mere suggestion of it had 
been a shock to him. The more he thought about it 
the more possible — ^probable, and — ^as his own self- 
abasement grew — certain did it appear to him. If 
Ren6e had to choose between them it was certain she 
would choose Uncle Jack. 

It might, of course, never come to that. She might 
after all have grown to care for some one else in that 
earlier life of which he knew so little, but which had 
probably been so full. 

Jx was perhaps not a wise thing to have lost his 
heart to her so completely. But, then, who could 
have helped it ? 

It was neither his doing nor hers. She had cer- 
tainly never made the slightest effort in that direction. 
It was just that she was she, and he was he, and — 
come what might — ^it had to be. 

While he was still gloomily brooding over the 
matter, they rounded Lizard and swept with full 
sheets towards Black Head. 

" What the doom's the matter wi'm ? " growled 
John Broad, lying on the bit of deck forward, with 
his grisly chin in his fist. 

" Ma'm'selle," murmured Bob Ivy didactically, 
and spat over the side. 

" Better keep her off a bit, sir," suggested John, as 
they drew to the Manacles ; and Dick kept her off a 
bit, but felt half inclined to run her on and make an 
end of it. 

But that was only a momentary madness, and as 
he laid her head E. by N. for Pljnnouth, he came to 
himself again — ^a rather sick self, indeed, but not 
absolute bilge-water. 

It was the first rift that had ever come between 
himself and Uncle Jack — ^that is, since very early 
days when there had been an occasional tussle and 
a necessary jacketing or two, which had in the result 
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been extremely profitable. But ever since he had 
come to understanding they had been the very best 
and closest of friends. And now — ^this t 

Hour after hour, as the land dropped away to port 
and grew dim and filmy, and there was nothing to 
occupy his thoughts but this, he brooded gloomily 
over it, and saw no light, though the sun blazed hot 
in a cloudless sky. 

He ate one of Aunt Becky's very best pasties, when 
Bob Ivy gently hinted at his own condition by opening 
the basket and stating that he'd had breakfast at 
half -past six; and he drank half a muff of grog, but 
found no enjoyment in either, and fell again to his 
brooding. 

Till at last, sick of himself and this jaundice, he 
shook it all off with a shrug of disgust, and pulled 
himself together. 

He could not hope to win her if Uncle Jack had set 
his heart on her, tnat was certain. But he could at 
all events keep it all to himself, bottle it all up, cork 
it all down, and do what he could to serve her, hoping 
|or no reward but her gentle thanks. 

And that, after all, was a good port to have made 
and very sure anchorage. 

And Mademoiselle and John Bastian ? 

Bastian could no more help himself in the matter 
than could Dick. 

He had delighted in Mademoiselle's grace and 
beauty and the novel charm of her most engaging 
friendliness, along with the rest, and with never a 
thought of risk to a heart that had long since gone 
through fires and jud^d itself safe from any further 
danger. It may be, mdeed, that this very belief in 
his own immunity lent to his association with her 
that generous warmth and breadth which were so 
refreshingly new to her, and which had evoked the 
fullest and promptest response. 

The simple courtesy and large hospitality which 
had welcomed the storm-beaten fugitives that first 
night had impressed her deeply. It was all so far 
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beyond her uttermost hopes. To the charm of the 
unexpected had been added a sudden profound sense 
of peace and security, of perfect harbourage from 
all the outside storms and ills of life, of the warmth 
and welcome of a new home where at most she had 
looked for a lodging. 

It had all touched her deeply. After the frivolous 
poseurs and d^bonnaire gallants she had met occa- 
sionally in Paris, these simple, natural Englishmen, 
with their large hearts and quiet courtesies, their 
fine, frank, open-air faces and freedom from all 
affectations, had made profound appeal to her. 
Almost friendless, outcast from home and country, 
friends and home had suddenly been vouchsafed her 
in imlooked-for measure, and her hungry heart 
had turned towards them in all the warmth of its 
abounding gratitude. 

John Bastian's quiet smile and Dick Bcisset's 
hearty laugh were equally rich enjoyment to her. 

Her womanly instinct could read Dick's ingenuous 
face perhaps more readilv than John Bastian's, but 
in Bastian s she found only the natural control of the 
strong man who had seen and done and probably 
suffered. 

In ready and amplest service they were equallv 
generous. She had but to express a wish and both 
would spend themselves upon it. 

They both grew very dear to her; and perhaps, with 
the more expressive ways of her temperament, accus- 
tomed, through her liberal and unfettered upbringing 
in the country, to very clear enunciation and demon- 
stration of its likes and dislikes, she hid it less than an 
English girl might have done. 

But she, again, could no more help that than she 
could help living. If she liked, she liked, and showed 
it. If she hated, she hated, and found it hard to 
hide it. And here, in this delightful new home, 
she liked everybody, and some even more than 
others. 

To Bastian, she was, at first, just a charming little 
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pTot6gie cast out of the void upon his care, to whom 
it was a pleasure to be of service. 

But, by degrees, the personal charm of her wrought 
upon him to such an extent that their places were 
changed. It was no longer he who conferred favours, 
but she. To win that grateful smile and gracious 
look or word of thanks, no exertion was too great, 
no undertaking too venturesome or laborious. 

The camaraderie between them all grew almost 
unconsciously, and while they all rejoiced in its 
visible flower and fruit its roots were striking deeper 
than they knew. 

Dick, indeed, as we know, being still very young, 
had allowed himself dreams. But John Bastian, 
believing himself in the maturity of his forty years 
and his bitter experiences, i>roof against youthful 
foolishness, had given no special heed to the matter, 
and indulged his enjoyment of Mademoiselle's society 
without any ulterior thoughts whatever. 

If, before he ever set eyes on her, or for many a day 
afterwards, the thought had occurred to him that he 
might fall in love asain, he would have laughed the 
idea to scorn and called himself an old fool. 

When the eves of his heart were opened, and he 
apprehended that this girl — and her welfare, and all 
that concerned her — ^had all unconsciously become 
of more consequence to him than any other thing on 
earth, he suffered a shock. He felt himself traitor 
to the past, culpable to the present. 

As he walked along by the sea-wall with Made- 
moiselle, waving final farewells to Dick in The Kiiti- 
wake, and stood with her by the tumbled rocks near 
the battery till the white sails were only a fleck on 
the blue, he could not but perceive her emotion. 

Still more when she turned towards home with an 
unconscious sigh, saying, "" One by one you all go 
from me. Soon I shall have no one left.'* 

** Oh yes, you will," he began lightly, to rally her 
from her despondency. " You will have Dr, Dan 
and the Vicar and " 
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** I am very grateful to them," she said gently. 

" They are all that is good and kind. But " and 

she shook her head hopelessly and lapsed into silence. 

" It will only be for a very short while, I hope. 
You must look forward to the good time when we shall 
all meet in the old house up there again," he said 
cheerfully. 

" Do you really believe my father and Michel will 
ever come back. Monsieur Bastian ? " she asked, with 
a fleeting upglance at the strong quiet face, which 
always seemed to her charged, in a most wonderfully 
comforting way, with the high resolve and hope of 
overcoming all difficulties. 

" Oh surely I Why not ? You must not think 
that. It will only make you unhappy without cause. 
And there is really no reason for it or in it." 

*^ I know so well what it means, that awful war of 
the woods. I do not, myself, think I shall ever see 
either of them again — ^in this world." 

" But you must be strong and not permit yourself 
any such ill-thoughts as that. It is the most foolish 
thing in the world to anticipate troubles that may 
never come. The troubles we fear are as mountains 
to molehills compared with those that do come. I 
have always found it so." 

^^ You are a man," she said quietly. 

'* And I have had heaps of troubles in my time, 
but they were none of them half as big as they looked 
in the distance. And I have learned not to trouble 
about bogies." 

" My heaps lie before me." 

" Nay, surely. I should say you had had your full 
share already. Now you are due much happiness by 
way of compensation." 

*^ When do you go ? " 

*' First thing in the morning. If this wind holds, 
Dick will beat me hollow. But it was as well to 
leave plenty of margin in case of accidents" — ^and 
he wished he had bitten his tongue through instead 
of sajnng that. 
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^* If anything should happen to you — to either of 
you — I shall never forgive myself." 

" Oh but — ^truly now ! — ^you will persist in taking 
on your own shoulders every burden that is goinff. 
This is none of vour imposing, and it is a very small 
matter indeed. 

" If we had never come you would have had to do 
none of these things. It is entirely for us you are 
doing them." 

^' Tm sure I don't need to assure you that it has 
been a very great pleasure to us to be of any little 
service." 

" If anything happens to you ** 

** We must try not to let it, and lighten your burden 

by that much. . . . Perhaps I should tell you " 

he was thinking of the matter only in relation to what 
had passed. **" You mustn't trouble your head on my 
small account if I do not come back at once." 

" Why ? " she asked qmckly, with another search- 
inff upglance at him. 

It is very simple, but I foresee the possibility. 
You see, the letter I have promised your father to 
put into M. d'Artois' own hands is to tell him where 
the expedition is to make for. It is imperative that 
the news should not leak out. If I were in M. d'Artois' 
place I would take ffood care that neither the mes- 
senger who brought that letter, nor any one else, should 
f> ashore after it was delivered. So it is just possible 
may have to go on with the fleet." 

** Mon Dieu, mon Dieu I There is no end to it all I " 
she said passionately. ** Indeed and indeed, I wish 
we had never come I " and she went into the house and 
up to her room. 

Now, in all that, there might seem nothing to pre- 
cipitate John Bastian's high regard for Mademoiselle 
into sudden crystalline clearness of perception, and 
to set her before him in quite a new light. But there 
was that in her voice and in her manner which set 
the strong chords of his heart vibrating to new tunes, 
and sent him striding back along the path they had 

H 
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just travelled to the lonely walk where M. de St Aubin 
used to do his semtry-go. 

And there he paced, to and fro, to and fro, thinking 
deeply and wondering much. And there he came to 
the realisation of that most wonderful and astounding 
fact that he was still young, and that Ren6e de St. 
Aubin was more to him than anything else in the 
world. 

It was not only a shock to him, it was even some- 
what shocking. It seemed to him like treason to 
the memory of Mary Trevanion — treason to Mary 
Trevanion's son, who was obviously in love with 
Mademoiselle — treason to M. de St Aubin, who had 
left his daughter in their charge in fullest faith in their 
integrity — ^treason most of all to Mademoiselle herself, 
who, in the security of his years, had confided in him 
as a child in its father. 

And yet he could not discover within himself any 
single act or word for which he could blame himself. 
He had never dreamed of such a thing. It had come 
upon him unawares, and before he knew it he was 
prisoner. 

Well, well ! And at his age too ! 

Voyons done ! — ^as Mademoiselle would have said — 
after all he was barely forty, and young at that, 
younger than many men at thirty. 

Old enough to be her father ! 

Well, haiSly that — or at the worst — barely. Say 
elder brother, or cousin. No older, maybe, than that 
cousin of whom he had heard, whom she might have 
married if the Deluge had not come. Thank God 
for the Deluge ! 

Dick was without doubt in love with her. And 
Touth draws to Youth — ^though once he had known 
it otherwise. 

Well, he would at all events never thrust himself 
between Dick and her. 

But why did some of her words and tones and 
accents tingle in his heart as he recalled them.— 
*• When do you go ? " " If anything should happen 
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to you •* — certainly she had added " to either of 
you " — " I shall never forgive myself." — ^And that 
quick, pained " Why ? " when he had said he might 
not come back at once. 

After all, it was probably only her natural kindliness 
of heart that had prompted these things, and he was 
attaching to them an importance and a meaning 
which they were not meant to bear. She was over- 
wrought and unstrung and hardly herself. 

All the same they echoed and re-echoed, and rang 
in his heart, and much tramping could not banish 
or even dull them. 

And, in the end, he came only to the decision — 
inevitable under the circumstances, seeing that he 
was what he was — ^that Duty — ^to Mademoiselle, to 
her father, to Dick — bade him step on one side, and 
lock and double-lock all this securely within the in- 
most casket of his heart that none should see it. 

And Mademoiselle herself ? 

A woman's instinct, in this most vital of all her 
life's concerns, is rarely wrong. 

Mademoiselle knew all about it, and it added two 
more to her burdens, though these indeed were not 
without redeeming features. 
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ONE AND TWO 

John Bastian took Mademoiselle across to 
Gundarron early next morning, and Dr. Dan and 
the Vicar welcomed her with open arms and faces 
brimming with joy at her coming. 

He would not wait. He was anxious to be off. 
His horse was standing, ready saddled, in Will 
Sellick's stable, and Duty called. 

He bade them all good-bye. Mademoiselle last of all. 

" You will give me * Bon Voyage I * and your good 
wishes ? " he said, with his quiet smile. 

** Oh, I do, I do, with all my heart ! " and her face 
was a little pale and her eyes were luminous in their 
misty shadows. 

** He is the last," she said, as he waved his hand at 
the gate and she turned to go in. '^ They have all 
gone and they may none of them ever come back. It 
would have been better if we had never come here." 

" Nay, nay, my dear," said Dr. Dan, as he drew her 
hand through his arm and patted it gently. *^ Don't 
sa^ that, for our sakes. Think what we would have 
missed if you had never come here — the brightness of 
life and the joy of the Vicar's old age." 

** You are all too good," she said, with a brave, 
crooked smile. "' But I feel as if they had all gone 
to their deaths and I shall never see any of them 
again." 

" Oh, nonsense, nonsense I You are needing a 
tonic. I'll mix one up for you. Little Dick "— 3)r. 
Dan looked about half his size — " will be back to- 
morrow, and John Bastian the next day, and 

then " 

ISO 
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^*No» he may not be back for many days, and 
that means that he may perhaps not come back 
at all." 

** Oh ? How's that now ? " — ^and she told him. 

** Well, well ! If there's any man above gromid 
can take care of himself, it's John Bastian. A fine 
man, nay dear, that. And Dick's just as clever in his 
way. They'll both come back all right, you'D see — 
and your father and brother too." 

But he saw that words would not change her 
feelings, and as to her father and brother he had his 
own very grave doubts. One might possibly return. 
Both — ^that was almost too much to hope for. 

But, in the joy of her presence with them, they 
made much of her, did everything that their warm old 
hearts could devise for her heartening and enjoyment, 
and surpassed themselves in fairy-tale inventions 
demonstrating the infinitesimal percentages of loss 
in fighting and voyaging on land and on the sea. To 
all of which Mademoiselle accorded grateful attention, 
but attached just such weight as was necessary to 
please them and no more. 

And John Bastian, trotting along the Helston Road 
on Will Sellick's second-best roadster — ^a very fine 
figure of a man in his uniform and cocked hat — ^had 
plenty of time for his thoughts to rove over these last 
full months since Mademoiselle came among them. 

He was inclined now to label his thoughts of 
yesterday as wild and visionary. A sudden idea had 
possessed him — ^that was the fitting word, he said to 
himself. There was such a thing as evil-possession 
and good-possession, and this, being somewhat 
crazy, was a mixture of the two. And it had for the 
moment put him on his beam ends and shifted his 
cargo of common sense. 

He had actually been distraught enough to think 
for a moment — ^to wonder if it could be possible — 
that Mademoiselle might sometime come to think of 
him as he had discovered, to his amazement, that he 
had come to think of her. 
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Foolishness ! Foolishness I Tout mdme — as she 
would say — ^the other part of it was his, and he was 
the richer at heart for it. He rejoiced that his eyes 
had opened — ^that he had come to the knowledge that 
he loved her. 

And for the rest. Youth to youth ! and let Love 
have its way I 

And once, as his thoughts adventured freely to the 
beat of his horse's hoofs, the whimsical suggestion 
presented itself for his approval, that Time the 
Ironical might have it on his wheel to reverse what 
once had happened. 

At twenty, forty-year-old Basset had triumphantly 
carried off Jack Bastian's love and left him lonely. 
Was forty-year-old Bastian in his turn to carry off 
twenty-year-old Basset's love ? 

But he kicked it out and would have none of it. 
He was an old-young fool, and youth must draw to 
youth ! So, from Helston by Stithians to Truro — 
by Tregony to St. Austell — then round Tywardreath 
to Fowey, where he gave his horse a couple of hours' 
rest — across the ferry and on to West Looe — ^ferry 
again, and on again by the shore roads, past Bodigas 
and Crafthole to Millbrook — ^under Maker Heights 
and the woods of Mount Edgcumbe to Cremell Ferry — 
and in the late afternoon he rode quietly under the 
old arched gateway of the London Inn and found 
Dick Basset just sitting down to an exceedingly good 
dinner. 

" All right ? " asked Dick, somewhat soberly, as he 
jumped up to welcome him. And Bastian recognised 
something nen^ in him, but had no clue to what it 
was. 

" Quite all right, my boy, except that I'm as stiff 
as a post and as hungry as a dog. And you ? " as he 
sat down and joined him. 

" Fair wind all the way. Got in before dark last 
night. Beat you by twenty-four hours." 

'' It was just as well to make quite siu*e. John 
Broad and Bob all right ? " 
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^^ They were an hour ago, and they're keeping close 
here." 

** Any news of the expedition ? " 

" We passed it in Cawsand Bay as we came up. A 
frigate and about twenty other ships of various sizes. 
It's making a lot of talk here." 

" Sure to, but the only thing that could make any 
mischief by getting out is what we have got for them." 

^' EverytUng fdl right at home ? asked Dick 
presently, as nonchalantly as he could manage it. ^^ I 
feel as if I'd been away a week." 

" Everybody's all right. I left Mademoiselle at 
Gundarron this morning, and the dear old boys were 
purring over her like two tabbies over a mouse." 

They went on with their dinner in a quite unusual 
silence for a time. Then Dick asked abruptly — 

" When do I go back ? " 

** You will run me down to the ships in the morning 
and put me aboard the frigate, and stand-by for a 
time. If M. d'Artois is on TOard, that matter will be 
decided at once. Then you go straight home." 

" Wind's getting round to south a bit." 

*^ That wul suit us all fairly well, if it keeps there. 
A touch of west would be better for the ships, of course. 
Many old tubs among them ? " 

** Yes, they're a bit tubby. You'll not get more 
than six or seven knots out of some of them, unless it 
freshens." 

" That will mean about thirty hours' run — ^that is, 
if we meet nothing on the way. One frigate is rather 
small measure." 

^^ They always cut things as fine as they can." 

That was the dullest evening those two had ever 
spent together, in spite of Bastian's efforts at cheerful- 
ness. For the first time in their lives something 
had come between them which made for cleavage. 
Hitherto their aims and interests had always been in 
common and pointed in the same direction. So, in- 
deed, they did now ; but, centring unfortimately in 
one object and one person, they made for divergence; 
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siooe — ^as an arithmetical proposition-— one divided by 
two equals but one half, and half their heart's desire 
could satisfy neither. 

And all this in spite of — more, perhaps, because of — 
the fact that each one of them believed himself out 
of the running on account of the other. 

Had they been Frenchmen they might have talked 
it out and cleared the atmosphere. Being Englishmen 
they locked their hearts up tight and made but a 
dull time of it. 
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ON THE BOAD TO GLORY 

Early next morninff The KiUixoake slipped out 
from her moorings in the Cattewater, and ran down 
the Sound, in one short tack and two long ones, past 
Mount Edgciunbe and Drake's Island, to the httle 
fleet which lay at anchor in Cawsand Bay under 
Penlee Point. 

Bastian made straight for the frigate, with a keen 
and comprehensive glance at the other ships in 
passing. 

Early as it was, there were many boats plying to 
and fro, and the sides of the ships were black with 
heads chaffering and dealing with those below — 
altogether a busy and stirring scene. 

** The HebCj^^ said Bastian, as they ran round her 
stem to the gangway. '* Used to be Grayle's ship. 
Wonder if he^ got her yet," and then, in reply to a 
challenge from above, ** Letters of importance I Can 
I come aboard ? " — and they dropped their sails and 
hungon till the required permission was accorded. 

^* Hang about till you hear from me, Dick," he said, 
and swung up the ladder and disappeared. 

" Why— Jack Bastian ? What on earth's brought 

you here, and where are you sprung from ? I'm 

mighty glad to see you, anyway," was Captain 

Grayle's greeting as he came along to meet the letters 

*of importance. 

" Brought vou your sailing orders, my boy," as 
they gripped hands. 

•^GHad to hear it. Where are we bound for ? " 

^* Sealed orders 1 " said Bastian, tapping his breap 

180 
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'' Is M. d'Artois on board ? I am to deliver them to 
him personally." 

*^ On board and in bed. Come on down I . . . One 
moment ! — ^Mr. Decies " — ^to his first lieutenant, 
^' Signal the fleet to prepare for sea/' — and to Bastian, 
^* Our instructions are to start the moment sailing 
orders arrived. Are you coming with us ? " 

" Not if I can help it. I may have to." 

•* Will, I expect. We shall be under way in — well, 
as quick as those lubbers can manage it. Charlie," 
— ^to his steward, " thump on M. de Serriire's door 
and tell him he's wanted at once. Tell him the 
messenger is here with the letters and he'll have to 
wake the Prince." 

" Have some coffee, old man, and a smoke while 
the Johnnies turn out." 

"What's he like? How does he strike you?" 
asked Bastian. 

** Not half bad — for a Prince of the Blood. Better 
than I expected. You don't know him, then ? " 

" Not from Adam." 

" How do you come into the business ? " 

" Only to oblige a friend — M. de St. Aubin. He 
ought to have come himself, but found his hands full 
orffanising things over there." 

" I see. You're not official, then ? " 

" Not a bit. I'm at a loose end still and like to be, 
I fear." 

** They're a set of old swabs up there — ^never know 
a good man tiU every one else has known it for years. 
However, we're young yet and they'll die in time. 
Ah — ^here comes the markee I . . . M. de Serri^re, this 
is Captain Bastian. He brings the letters for the 
Prince for which we have been waiting." 

M. de Serri^re, tall, dark, somewhat worn about 
the eyes and face, bowed courteo^sly. 

" You are very welcome, monsieur. You come in 
place of M. de St. Aubin, then ? " 

" M. de St. Aubin is in Brittany, monsieur, com- 
leting preparations there. I was with him for a 
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time, and he begged me to deliver his letters to M. 
d'Artois myself. 

^' I will hand them to Monseigneur/' and he held 
out his hand for them. 

" You will excuse me, sir, but my instructions are 
to hand them to M. d'Artois himself and to no one 
else. You understand — I can only obey my orders." 

M. de Serri^re shrugged his shoulders, and lifted 
his brows, and pushed out his under-lip petulantly. 

" It is the same thing," he murmured. " Mon- 
seigneur is still asleep," and he suppressed a yawn 
himself. 

** We must wait till he wakes, then," said Bastian 
quietly, and Grayle winked encouragingly at him 
behind M. de Serri^re's back. 

^' Monseigneur has monsieur's acquaintance ? " he 
asked, with what seemed to Bastian a touch of quiet 
insolence. 

'" He has not yet had that pleasure. He will have 
when I hand him the letters. 

"" Eh bien, I will see," said de Serri^re, and went 
quietly out. 

*' Good deal of the tom-cat about him" said Grayle 
in a whisper. ^' He won't do much bush-fighting. 
Carpet-warrior — ^look after the finances and com- 
missariat and so on. That's more his line, I wager 
you ! " 

M. de Serri^re came quietly in again. 

** Monseigneur will see you, monsieur," and he 
tiumed and led the way. 

Monseigneur was still in bed and the small state- 
room was in semi-darkness in consequence. But 
Bastian caught the glance of a pair of fairly sharp 
eyes as he entered, and Monseigneur's voice asked 
quickly — 

" You have letters for me, monsiem* ? " 

*^ At your service, sir. M. de St. Aubin pledged 
me to deliver them into your own hands," and he 
handed them over. ^' They are in duplicate, so that 
there should be no possible failm'e." 
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Monseigneur broke open one of the letters and 
glanced at it and nodded. 

^^ You know the contents of these letters, mon- 
sieur ? " he asked quickly. 

*'M. de St. Aubin gave me his confidence, sir. 
Occasion might have arisen to destroy the letters. 
Li which case I should have brought you the informa- 
tion by word of mouth.** 

" Quite right I But — I fear we must submit you 
to the discomfort of an enforced voyage with us, 
monsietu*. M. de St. Aubin has based so much upon 
the point of landing being kept secret that the least 
we can do is to support his enorts." 

^^ I might perhaps be permitted to point out, sir, 
that if I had wished to make it known I have had 
ample opportunity, and that the fact of M. de St. 
Aubin giving me his confidence " 

^^ Yes, ves I But all the same, I am bound to take 
all possible precautions, as you must see." 

I am at your service, sir," said Bastian, with a 
bow. 

^* Ask the captain to make sail at once, de Serriire. 
Monsieur here remains on board with us," and they 
backed out. 

*' Make sail where to ? " asked Grayle when he 
got the message, and went to Monseigneur's cabin 
himself to find out. 

** I will dismiss my boatmen. They are waitins," 
said Bastian, and went up on deck, de Serriere 
following close at his heels as though to make sure of 
what he was about. 

Bastian waved his hand down to Dick. 

^^ All ri^t, boys I I stop. Take care of them all 
at home, Dick. I'll get back as soon as I can," and 
Dick waved back to him, and The KiUixvake spread 
her wings and set her nose for Penlee Point and 
home. 

" Well, how does he strike you ? " asked Captain 
Grayle presently, when the bustle of signalling and 
jretting under way had somewhat subsideid. 
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" Same as you. Better than I expected. He*s got 
more red blood in him than I looked for in a Bourbon. 
I feel more hopeful of the matter since seeing him.'' 

" Didn't expect much to come of it, then ? " 

" It's a very big undertaking — ^to reconquer a 
kingdom with hordes of undrilled peasants, and there's 
likely to be savage work, I fear. No quarter either 
side." 

** Doesn't sound over nice." 

" It won't be nice. These Bretons are a grim lot 
and in very deadly earnest. It's kill or £e with 
them, and the same with the Blues." 

"" Glad I'm not going into it. Fighting's all right, 
but I don't care for savagery. Question is — can they 
stand against regulars ? 

" They've shown it. Besides, you're taking them 
a backbone which will be a mighty help to them. 
That's not been the trouble. You see, every country- 
side wanted to fight on its own account and in its own 
country, which was all right for defence but useless 
for offensive purposes. It is only the fact that 
M. d'Artois has come to lead them in person that has 
welded them together. If he does his auty, and turns 
out as well as I think he may, since I've seen him, I 
begin to think he has a chance ; and I'm glad to think 
it for my friend St. Aubin's sake." 

" Who is this St. Aubin ? " 

Bastian told him. 

" And are you going into it yourself, Bastian ? " 

** I am not, for I'm not at all siu'c in my own mind 
that a Bourbon on the throne of France is the best 
thing for it. This man may be an exception, but 
things had got very rotten. Even St. Aubin acknow- 
ledges that." 

Things are rotten everywhere. Here have I been 
five years in this old tub, and you'd be glad to have 
even her, I suppose." 

^^ Well," said Bastian, looking round with a smile. 
^*If there was nothing better going, perhaps. It's 
slow work doing nothing." 
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" It's slow work doing anything when you're out 
with the washerwomen at home." 

" And what are your orders, Grayle ? When do 
you return ? " 

" Heaven knows ! Orders are to support the 
expedition in every way possible, and to act as base, 
and so on. It will depend on how things go, I 
suppose." 

H'm ! Lively look-out for me. Ypu may be 
here weeks." 

^' Months, for all I know, unless we get knocked 
out in first round. But maybe I could lend you some 
kind of a rig to get to Jersey, then you could get home 
all right, if you don't care to stop and see it out." 

" Well, we must see." 

So the fleet jogged slowly on, about south-east-by- 
half-east, and made a very fine showing, and all day 
long The Hebe rounded them up like a bi^ sheep-dog, 
and kept an anxious look-out all roimd for any sign 
of wolves making for her straggling flock, or for any 
change in the weather that might scatter them to the 
four winds. 

M. de SerriSre and the rest of M. d'Artois' suite 
retired to their cabins or other hiding-places, and 
Monseigneur himself evidently regarded a recumbent 
position and the sanctuary of his state-room more 
becoming to his dignity than the saloon or the poop. 

Bastian saw no more of any of them, and could only 
fervently hope they would prove better soldiers than 
they were sailors. 

However, poor mariner though he might be, it was 
a great thing to have got a Bourbon thus far on the 
road to glory. 
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CHAPTER XXVII 

HOPES AND FEARS 

With the south wind full abeam. The Kittiwake 
romped home in her liveliest style, and ran round the 
Mount into the little harbour just as the windows of 
the big house flamed like beacon fires in the sunset. 

Dick was heartily glad to get back again, though 
he returned a considerably older man than the boy 
who started out but two days before. 

He had been sorely troubled by the evidence within 
himself of that strange new feeling between himself 
and Uncle Jack ; and that dinner at the London Inn, 
with its heavy silences and forced talk, so utterly 
unlike what they were accustomed to, mcide him fear 
that Bastian had perceived what was in him ; and that 
made him wince and filled him with discomfort 
whenever he thought of it. 

However, he was going back to Mademoiselle — 
like a moth to its candle, maybe; but, he thought 
vaguely, since the moth's sole desire seemed to be for 
the candle, perhaps there was nothing else for it, and 
when it lay singed and crippled below perhaps it had 
the satisfaction of knowing that it had got there, 
though matters had not turned out exactly as it had 
expected. 

He was too little accustomed to philosophise to 
pursue the analogy in detail, but the feeling was 
strong within him that, though he might hope for 
nothing, it would still be good to spend himself in 
Mademoiselle's service. He was eager to do so. He 
only hoped occasion might arise which would give 
him the opportunity. 

Perhaps he would be able to learn something by the 
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welcome she would give him on his return. But he 
doubted it. 

She would, he knew, be as eager and gracious and 
charming as ever, mightily glad to see him safe home 
again, and anxious for all his news of Bastian and the 
expedition. 

The boy who started out for Plymouth two days 
before would have pulled across to Gundarron the 
moment he got ashore. This new man landed 
soberly, ate his dinner without much enjoyment, and 
then walked quietly over the Causeway and along 
to the low, creeper-covered house up the darkening 
road, at once eager and almost reluctant to be there, 
an admixture of feeling which was new to him. 

*^ Dick ? " cried Mademoiselle delightedly, as he 
put in his head, and she jumped up and ran to meet 
him with outstretched hands and radiant face, and 
delight and surprise so great that she forgot to prefix 
the usual **' Monsieur," which her sense of decorum 
required of her. 

Oh, but I am glad to see you back ! And when 
did you come ? And did you find everything all 
right ? And were they all ready and waiting for 
you ? And where is Monsieur Bastian ? *' 

Yes — ^he knew it would be just like that I Still, 
she had called him ^' Dick," and that was something. 
Quite worth going on an errand to Plymouth for. 

"" Everythmg was quite all right," he said, as he 
shook both her hands, and, more perfunctorily, one 
each of the Vicar's and Dr. Dan's. " They were all 
ready, and they started as soon as ever they got the 
letters. Uncle Jack had to go with them. He was 
afraid he might have to, you know." 

" Ah, I am sorry," said Mademoiselle, with a 
lowering of the light in her face. And Dick's 
barometer, which had gone up with a jerk, fdl 
somewhat again. 

^* And M. d'Artois was really on board, and has 
really gone with them ? " asked Dr. Dan, with what 
looked like very real surprise. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



HOPES AND FEARS 193 

^* I suppose so. Uncle Jack climbed up and was 
away for some time, and then he came to the side 
and called down to us that he was to stop and we 
could go home, and they were making sail before 
we'd got round Penlee Point." 

"H'm— well! I'll have to think better of him 
than I have done," said Dr. Dan, incautiously, in his 
astonishment. 

" Why then ? " asked Mademoiselle quickly, for 
Dr. Dan had kept his derogatory sentiments towards 
the House of Bourbon as much to himself as possible. 
" Do you, then, really not believe in him, M. le Doc- 
teur ? " — ^and Dr. Dan would have been in the mud 
if the Vicar had not come to the rescue. 

'" He knows nothing whatever about the matter, 
my dear, and he says more than he means sometimes. 
You must not attach too much importance to his 
brusqueries. He's getting old, you see." 

^' I would be sorry to think M. d'Artois was not 
what I have hoped," began Mademoiselle gravely. 

" He has toed the line now, anyway," said Dr. Dan, 
recovering. " We will give your father the credit of 
it, my dear. For myself, you see, I have no great 
faith in princes." 

** You are Republican," said Mademoiselle scorn- 
fully. "" I will make you a red cap and you shall cut 
off people's heads." 

" I'll promise you to wear it — ^indoors, my dear. 
And I won't cut off anybodies' heads unless it's 
absolutely necessary for the preservation of their 
health." 

" Republican 1 " 

And having got in the last word. Mademoiselle 
turned to Dick with restored equanimity. 

" And how many ships were there ? And did they 
look good ? And was M. Bastian angry at having to 
go I 

*^ I don't suppose he was angry exactly, but I don't 
believe he wanted to go. And there were twenty- 
three ships besides the mgate. They looked all right 
o 
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— a bit lubberly, you know, transports and that kind 
of thing." 

^' I wonder how soon we shall hear any news of 
them ? " she said wistfully. *' It is hard to sit quietly 
at home when those you love are gone to the wars." 

" It is the woman's part, my dear," said the Vicar. 
'^ And the hardest part. It brings out all that is best 
in her, and as a rule she bears it very much better 
than a man would." 

" Yes ? . . . I wish I had been a man." 

And Dick wished he had gone to the wars. 
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CHAPTER XXVIII 

LONG DAYS 

They all did their best to lighten the long days 
for her who waited so anxiously for news from over 
the water. Dick had hoped she would come back to 
the Mount, but she explained to him that it 'seemed 
to her more comme-il-faut for her to stay on at 
Gundorron, and that in any case it could not be for 
very long. They must hear soon how things had 

Sone, and then she would perhaps know what to 
o. And with that he had to be content. 

Sir John made a point of calling at Gundarron 
and begging her to visit him at Clowance, but she 
showed him so plainly that she must be on the spot 
when any news came — " For, you see, my father and 
Michel might come any day, and it would never do 
for me to he away " — ^that he did not press the matter 
unduly, but reminded her again of her promise to 
claim his cousinly assistance if he could be of any 
slightest service to her. 

Perhaps I can learn how things have gone before 
you do," was his parting word. ** If I do I'll send 
you word at once. 

^^ Oh, please ! " with clasped hands and entreating 
eyes, ana Sir John set himself the task. 

Mademoiselle had a certain belief in bodily exertion 
as a distraction from anxious thought, and so The 
KiUiwdke slept serenely at her anchor, and Dr. Dan's 
cobs and the Vicar's bay mare had lively times 
of it. 

Mademoiselle on the spirited bay proved herself 
a veritable Amazon, and led them wild mad gallops 
over the countryside, which earned the mare 
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much ill-will from the weary cobs in the stable of 
a night, but had something of the desired effect on 
Mademoiselle herself and her anxious mind. 

For the days passed and ran into a week without 
any news, and each day her anxieties increased. 
She grew very silent and self-contained. She closed 
We windows of her soul and dropped the blinds, and 
\.restled with her fears in secret. In the house she 
would spend much time in her room by herself — 
much time on her knees, they could not doubt, by 
the look on her face when she came down. And 
outside she would ride at speed by the hour with 
never a word for any of them. 

And they all felt for her deeply and would have 
done much to procure her one ray of comfort. 

Now and again Dr. Dan and the Vicar had calls 
on their time, which could not be gainsaid, and, 
since Mademoiselle must ride, it fell to Dick to 
cavalier her alone. 

But even these violent excursions — ^for the pace 
increased with the absence of the seniors — in which 
his heart would have rejoiced under other circum- 
stances, were but distressing manifestations of the 
state of her mind, which her sensitive steed seemed 
to share to the full. 

Dick would pound after her with the best he could 
get out of the liveliest of the cobs, and watch with 
fear and trembling, and wondering admiration, the 
supple sway and play of the slim slight figure in front, 
which seemed all one with the compacted foam and 
fury which carried it. 

Once, on the first of their lonely rides, she had 
reined in the bay for breath on a height which gave 
them wide horizon, and she sat quietly with a touch 
of colour in her pale cheeks and the misty darkness 
round her eyes; and below, the bay's satin sides 
went in and out like bellows while her eyes rolled 
white and wicked and her nostrils flapped redly. 

And Dick, when he reached her, clumsily but out 
of his heart-soreness for her, essayed a hopeful word 
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or two anent the distances and the slowness of news 
and so on. 

And, with her eyes fixed in a wistful out-reaching 
gaze over towards where France might be supposed 
to lie, as though by her very soul's desire she would 
compass the bonds of space and see what was happen- 
ing there, she cried, Yes, yes, mon ami. I loiow 
all that, and you are all kindness itself. But my 
heart is sick to know. I think they are all dead. 
And with a novel touch of petulance, " Why does 
M. Bastian not return as he promised and bring us 
news ? " 

" Fm sure he would if he could," said Dick, " Fll 
go across myself in The Kittiwake and try and find 
out for you " 

** No, no, no ! " she jerked sharply. " We have 
required too much of you already. I feel as if your 
blood was on my head." 

" Oh, but that's all nonsense ** 

" Perhaps it is nonsense, but that is how I feel, 
and you shall no more of you die for us," and she 
jerked the bay into action and was away like a rocket. 
And Dick lumbered after her, dimly reasoning that, 
since his own blood was still in his own possession, 
it must be Uncle Jack's that was troubling her, and 
he derived no comfort therefrom. 

The days dragged on more and more heavily, and 
the shadow of foreboding caused by the lack of news 
began to spread to the rest of them. 

That girl will break down if we don't hear some- 
thing soon," said Dr. Dan one night, as he and the 
Vicar sat over their last pipes. 

" I'd give much to be able to help her, but I don't 
see what we can do." 

Dr. Dan shook his head dismally. 

^^ Dick says he offered to go across and try to find 
out how thmgs had gone, but she wouldn't hear of 
it," said the Vicar. 

** He'd only get mixed up in it too. I wonder 
what's happened to John Bastian « That's the thing 
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that puzzles me. He'd no intention of fighting, I 
know." 

^* He's probably got sucked in against his will." 

^' John s not the one to be sucked into a thing 
against his will," said Dr. Dan gloomily. 

'' That's so. Then something's happened, and I've 
a feeling inside me that something's gone wrong." 

^' Well, keep it inside you, and don't let little 
Ma'm'selle catch a glimpse of it. She's feeling bad 
enough already." 

So, day by day, and each day longer and harder 
to bear than the last, a whole fortnight dragged 
wearily past, and Mademoiselle's face, set inflexibly 
to patient endurance though her heart was sick with 
fears, was haunting in its silent appeal, and at times 
a touch of ultimate fear peeped out, in spite of her, 
from the shadowy darkness of her eyes. 

They were all sorely troubled for her, and one day 
Dr. Dan so far abrogated his better judgment as to 
say to Dick, " If we don't hear anything soon, my 
boy, there'll be nothing for it but your going to try 
and find out what's come to them all." 

And Dick brisked and brightened like a terrier 
offered a rat, and said, ** I'll go to-day if she says the 
word, and be mighty glad to go. That look on her 
face hurts me." 

" Ay, me too. She's feeling it terribly. I believe 
she'd stand bad news better than this sickening no 
news." 

She took to going across to the Mount, such times 
as she was not running neck-to-neck races with her 
fears on the bay mare. And there she would go round 
to the side nearest France, and creep into one of her 
nests, and lie looking out across the sea, brooding 
over her thoughts and hatching the most dreadfm 
possibilities. 

And at such times Dick would not dare to show 
himself, but would linger among the high-piled rocks 
at the corner, and when she came slowly down to 
the harbour, if the tide was in and the Causeway 
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dosed, he would quietly scull her across to the steps 
leading up to Gundarron with scarce a word between 
them. 

And again, she essayed to cast her own troubles 
by interesting herself in those of her poorer neigh- 
bours; but a sick heart is but a sorry comforter 
while still it is sore, though when it is recovered from 
its sickness it is all the tenderer for its bruising. 

Her visits, in fact, evoked sympathy in place of 
conveying it, and that in so outspoken a fashion 
that she seemed to herself to be drawing upon 
funds which she had intended to supplement — to be 
increasing anxieties rather than lightening them. 

** My iver's, miss I " said Mrs. Poljew, ^ose brood 
of six was down with measles, when MademoiseUe 
went to condole with her and cheer her up. ** But 
you do look bad. Falling away, you are, completely, 
and losing of all your pretty looks. Sim me this air 
doesn' suit you, mebbe ; or else Rachel Rodda ain*t 
a-treatin' of you well up along there t' Gundarron. 
Meks me quite sick and sorry t' see you so, that *t 
does; and your bonny face ushally so bright an' 
shining it did one good just t' look at it.'' 

So after one or two similar failures she kept her 
heartsick face for those who understood and spoke 
not, and for the sea towards France, which orew 
her and mocked her. 

That was the way they had gone. That was the 
way the news of them must come — ^if it ever came 
at all. And when the wind blew from the souHx or 
south-east the waves came rolling in and broke on 
the great flat rocks below her, and seemed to sav, 
" We know I We know I We know I We could 
tell you what has become of them if we would. But 
we won't, we won't, we won't. ... If you want to 
know, you must come 1 You must come 1 " 

Dick Basset would have given aU he was worth 
to wipe away all her trouble and anxiety and bring 
back the joyousness of the former days. 

He chafed sorely at his powerlessness, and cogitated 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



200 THE GUARDED MOUNTS 

seriously the idea of slipping across to France on his 
own account, and digging up, by hook or by crook, 
some word of what had happened; though how to 
set about it when he got there he had not the re- 
nlotest idea, and he knew that his going would not 
commend itself to her. 
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CHAPTER XXIX 

THE GREAT BETBAYAL 

It was not until The Hebe and her troublesome 
flock were out of sight of land that Captain Grayle 
received his sailing-orders in all their completeness. 
Monseigneur requested his presence at his bunkside, 
handed him M. de St. Auoin's letter between two 
paroxysms, and waved to him to withdraw. 

'' Make for the lies de Chausey. Then run south 
past les Petits Bancs and a pilot will meet you carry- 
ing a white flag at his mast-head. We shall await 
you in force at the place of landing." 

Those were his instructions, and Grayle's only 
comment as he offered the letter to Bastian, who 
declined it with a nod which said he knew all about 
it, was, " Pretty early to hoist the white flag, it 
seems to me,'' and then he went down to have a look 
at the chart and soundings. 

They lay-to about twenty-five miles west of Jersey 
for the night, made sail asain at daybreak, and before 
they had got to the Little Banks next morning, the 
white-flagged pilot, a great half -decked chasse-marde, 
came thrashing towards them through the crisp grey 
seas. And when the pilot himself, a burly man, 
part sailor, part peasant and, as matter of fact, wholly 
smuggler, scrambled on board, they learned that their 
actual destination was the Cancale coast, just round 
the projecting point called the Grouin, which forms 
the western arm of St. Michel's Bay. 

" Have you seen M. de St. Aubin lately T " asked 
Bastian of the pilot. 

*^ Yesterday, monsieur. He is there with the 
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Abb6 and his men — ^thousands and thousands of 
them all over the country for miles " 

" And Monsieur is well I " 

" He is well, monsieur, but terribly overworked. 
He is my own lord, you see, and it hurts me to see 
him so harassed." 

" Are you by any chance Blaise Torson ? " asked 
Bastian at a venture. 

^^ I am that man himself. And you, monsieur ? " 
and the keen blue eyes raked him surprisedly. 

^^ Mademoiselle de St. Aubin has often spoken of 
you." 

" Ah — our dear little lady I " and the burly one 
lifted his stocking-cap as though saluting that other 
Lady whose tender pity never fails towards the men 
of the sea. 

** And you know her, monsieur ? And she is well 
and happy ? But — ^ma foi I — I remember monsieur 
now, though he is dressed so differently. Monsieur 
is from that other Mount to which we took our little 
ladv." 

Quite right 1 And Mademoiselle is quite well 
and quite happily circumstanced. But — Chappy, my 
friend ? " — ^he shook his head — " her heart and aU 
her thoughts are over here with her father and brother 
and you all. She will know no happiness till this is 
finished." 

" That, I know, is true. But there is much to be 
done before it is finished, monsieur." And, dropping 
his voice to a reverential whisper, he asked. And 
you have really got Monseigneur on board here ? " 
And he glanced round as though such a thing were 
next to impossible. 

^' He is down below in his bunk," nodded Bastian. 
" He has not had the experience of the sea that you 
and I have." 

" And monsieur has seen him — spoken with him, 
mavbe ? " still in an awestricken whisper. 

* Yes, I have both seen him and spoken with him." 

** There will be great joy on shore when he goes 
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among them/' he said exultantly. '" And it will go 
hard with the others. For this is all that was needed 
to make us all as one. And it is our own Seigneur 
who has done it all ? I am glad of that. He will 
have great honour." 

^* He is a fine man, M. Torson. We esteem him 
very highly over there." 

" And we, who know him better still, esteem him 
still more highly, monsieur." 

" And Monsieur Michel ? He is with his father ? " 

** And working hard also, monsieur. He is a brave 
lad." 

" Well, God grant they come safely through it I " 

" Yes, truly ! " and he lifted his cap again. " There 
will be hot work before it is finished." 

Then Captain Grayle came up to (juestion him 
about the facilities for landing, and Bastian's French, 
fruit of his late opportunities, proved of service. 

So they jc^ged on through the early morning 
towards the coast of France, and Bastian hoped he 
would get the chance of a word with M. de St. Aubin, 
and perhaps also with Michel, so that he could carry^ 
to Mademoiselle his personal assurance as to their 
welfare. 

As they came down on Cancale from the north- 
east, in order to avoid the rocks and shoals of the 
point, Torson pointed Bastian with pride to the grace- 
ful cone which rose — ^blue and filmy as yet, but stately 
and beautiful — ^above the level green waters to the 
south-east. 

" Our Mount, monsieur I " — ^with all the pride of 
possession. 

" It is very beautiful," said Bastian, eyeing it 
eagerly with thought of Mademoiselle. " Yes — ^it is 
finer than ours, as Mademoiselle always holds." 

" Oh, very much finer, and finer still the closer 
you get to it." 

" I shall try to see it closer still, so that I can tell 
Mademoiselle I agree with her." 

*^ The Blues have it at the moment. But we shall 
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turn them out and then monsieur can see it to his 
heart's content," said Torson with assurance. 

So, in time, they ran in between the Pierre de Herpin 
and the Banchets, and found themselves in the Grande 
Rade, where Torson assured them of six fathoms 
below them at lowest tide. 

The Hehe^s anchor chain had barely run its length 
when a boat put out from the shore and pulled 
rapidly towards them, and to his great satisraction 
Bastian made out M. de St. Aubin sitting in the stern 
alongside a grey-haired priest. 

" Monsieur and the Abb6," said Torson, in a tone 
of vast respect. *' Bretagne will follow those two 
to the death now that you have brought us 
Monseigneur." 

Bastian waved his hat as they drew near, and the 
Marquis, eyeing the ship keenly, recognised him and 
waved the broad-brimmed beaver he was wearing 
in response, and his face lighted up at sight of him. 

He was dressed in peasant costume, short round 
cloth jacket, embroidered many-buttoned w^stcoat, 
wide baggy white breeches, and broad leather belt, 
but he wore boots instead of sabots, which do not 
make for speed or ease in walking, especially in the 
forests. 

But if his dress was the dress of the peasants, his 
face — leaner and browner than Bastian had known 
it, clean-cut and resolute, and lit now with hope- 
ful exultation at the success of his plans, bore the 
unmistakable imprint of his birth and standing. 

One meets some wonderfully fine types among the 
men and women of Brittany. When, upon such 
rich stock, centuries of high breeding and education 
and refined living have wrought their best, the result 
is at times somewhat striking. It was pre-eminently 
so in the case of these St. Aubins. 

And no less remarkable was the face of the priest 
who sat beside him. It was leaner and browner even 
than M. de St. Aubin's, ascetic, cadaverous almost, 
with a hawk-Uke nose and piercing dark eyes, tight- 
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set lips, and thin grey locks straggling out from beneath 
his broad-brimmed beaver. He was diessed in a 
threadbare black soutane reaching down to his feet, 
and wore round his neck a rosary of black beads 
and a great brass crucifix. When he smiled, the 
ascetic vanished, the dark eyes glowed, and the tender- 
ness of the shepherd shone through the lean brown 
face which had m it something of the fanatic. 

In a flash, as he looked at the man, Bastian could 
see him, crucifix aloft and all ablaze with excitement, 
leading on his uncouth flock to the death-charge, 
and luieeling by the wounded and administering 
consolation with all the tenderness of a mother. 

M. de St. Aubin, as soon as he reached the deck, 
came up to Bastian with outstretched hands and 
beaming face. 

•* I thank you with all my heart, my friend. You 
have done us good service. M. I'Abb^ — this is the 
best friend we have in England, and he has brought 
us our heart's desire.** 

And the keen high face broke into its wonderful 
smile, as the Abb6 wrung his hand and said, *^ The 
blessing of the good God upon you, monsieur, for 
your assistance 1 You have brought us all we lacked. 
Now we go forth to conquer." 

Bastian was introducing them to Captain Grayle 
when de Serri^re came out from the cabin under the 
poop, looking pale and limp and very much washed 
out with his nautical experiences. 

" Ah, de Serri^re ! " said M. de St. Aubin, with a 
welcoming hand. " This is the Abb6 Duroc — ^the 
Rock our people call him. He is the pillar of the 
Church here, and truly we have builded much upon 
him. Will you take us at once to Monseigneur ? 

" Yourself first, M. le Marquis," said de Serrifire, 
in his flat expressionless voice. " If you will give 
yourself the trouble to follow me." 

He led the way back into the cabin, ushered 
M. de St. Aubin in, and closed the door softly behind 
them. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



206 THE GUARDED MOUNTS 

Blaise Torson approached the Abb6 and fell on 
his knees before him, and the Abb6 beamed on him, 
and patted his shaggy head, and said, ^^ You too 
have done your part, my son, and it shall be coimted 
to you for good. 

And Blaise, whose business in life it was to run 
counter to the laws of his own and other countries, 
was much comforted, and felt that all his past little 
peccadilloes in the matter of surreptitious cargoes 
were wiped off, and he could begin again with a clean 
conscience. 

They all stood talking — ^the Abb6 inquiring with 
the keenness of an adjutant-general into the numbers 
and composition of the expeditionary force, and as 
to the material, and how soon all could be landed. 

He told them the peasant contingents were strung 
out, each under its own leaders, right across the 
country past Dol and Combourg and St. Aubin 
d'Aubigne, almost to Rennes itself. That there was 
a Republican regiment at St. Malo, but they had 
hemmed it in with a huge covering force so that 
the landing would suffer no inconvenience. There 
were also considerable nimibers of Blues in front 
about Avranches and in lower Cotentin, but with 
Monseigneur at their head the peasants would sweep 
them away like chaff. 

" It cannot be easy for you to understand all .that 
our people feel in this matter," he said, all aglow with 
enthusiasm, so that his thin brown face shone like 
a horn lantern. " For Church and Eang they will 
fight to the death, but nothing less than the personal 
presence of one of the Royal House would suffice to 
make them willing to leave their own countries and 
take the offensive. We are a strange race, and love 
of the patch of country in which we were bom is 
the strongest thing in us, that and reverence for the 
old faith." 

Then the door under the poop opened harshly. 
M. de St. Aubin came out ana clapped it brusquely 
to behind him. And as they all turned expectantly. 
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he strode quickly to the ladder up which he had 
come ten minutes before, and laid hold of the hand- 
ropes to descend. 

Then he looked towards them and jerked his head 
as a summons to Duroc» and they knew that some- 
thing untoward had happened. 

Bastian thought he had never in all his life seen 
so grim and ghastly a change in a man. And he 
had seen man^ a man stricken down at his side with 
the cheer in his throat. 

M. de St. Aubin had gone into that cabin a strong 
and vigorous man, full of the fires of energy and 
hope and a mighty exaltation. 

When he came out his face was hard and grim and 
the colour of lead. He looked older, and shrunken 
and hopeless. The fires had all died out and only 
the cold grey ashes were left. 

" Good God 1 " breathed Grayle deeply, at Bastian's 
ear. ^^ He looks as if he'd seen a ghost." 

When the Abb6 came up to him, full of questioning 
amazement, the Marquis said a word into his ear, 
through his clenched teeth, and Duroc's face blanched 
in turn, and looked like an old horn lantern when the 
light is put out. He turned without a word and went 
down the ladder. 

But before Bastian could brace his thoughts to the 
point of wondering what it could mean — ^so shocked 
was he at the sight of the incarnation of calamity 
presented by his friends — Grayle pushed him for- 
ward, saying, " He wants you too. For God's sake 
go and help him, man," and Bastian saw the leaden- 
coloured face beckoning to him, and he went. 

" I want you," said M. de St. Aubin through his 
teeth still, and they went down into the boat. 

The oarsmen, stolid fishermen of Cancale, looked 
at the silent three with wonder. Not a word passed 
as the boat ran grating up the shingle, and the 
Marquis got heavily out, waved away some who were 
flocking round to hear his news, and taking Bastian 
by the arm, clutching it indeed as though he needed 
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somethins stable to hold on to, led the way to a 
cottage ^ere he had made his temporary quarters. 

He dropped on to a rough stool by the table, on 
which were maps and papers, set his elbows among 
them and his face in his hands. 

'' He has not come," he said, and his voice was 
charged with utmost bitterness, and contempt, and 
loatUng, and despair. 

^^Not come I '* gasped Bastian. *' But I saw him " 

And M. TAbb^, his face colder and stiffer than 
the dead horn lantern, gripped his big brass crucifix 
by its foot as though it were a weapon and he would 
brain some one with it. 

" That was Pontijjnac . . • sent by M. d'Artois 
to represent him " jerked the Marquis. "... to 
represent him I . . . Think of it I . . . after his 
promises to me ••• to his people ... to all these 
tens of thousands . . to tne British Government 
... he sends Pontignac ... to represent him ! " 

" Mon Dieu ! Mon Dieu 1 Mon Dieu I " groaned the 
Abb6. " Our poor people I . . . Betrayed I . . . deserted I 
. . . But why, St. Aubin ? Why has he done this ? " 

" Madame de Polastron fell ill and he would not 
leave her 1 " — ^with bitterest contempt again. *' That 
is what they say. At the last moment — ^too late to 
alter things. . . . And they begged me — ^mon Dieu I 
Think of it I — ^they begged me — ^me, St. Aubin 
d*Aubign6 — ^to endorse the fraud — ^to pass off Pon- 
tignac as M. d'Artois 1 These peasants would never 
know the difference I These peasants ! — who have 
given up everything — ^wives, children, homes — every- 
thing, for this man's cause ! . . • Mon Dieu ! 
Mon Dieu 1 " and his head sank down nearly to the 
table, in his utter mortification and abasement. 
And in these moments of dreadful anguish his soul 
died within him and was bom again. 

" May God do so to him and more also I " said the 
Abb^, in low bitter tones. " He has given this people 
over unto death. What are we to do for them, St 
Aubin?'! 
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** Yes, that is all that concerns us now,** said the 
Marquis, raising himself, and, with a most expressive 
gesture of the arms, throwing over M. d*Artois and 
all his house for ever. 

He stood up and braced himself to look this most 
disastrous state of matters squarely in the face. 

" Never will I strike a blow or lift a finger for a 
Bourbon again so long as I hve,'* he said bitterly. 

" Nor I,* said Duroc. " But what of our people ? ** 

" That is where I want both your help. Our great 
hope is stillborn. It is ended before it is begun. 
All we have to do now is to get the people to their 
homes again with as little loss as possiole.'* 

" They will go quick enough when they hear of 
this,'* said the Abb6 gloomily. 

^* Ay — ^with the wolves at their heels and harrying 
them to death, and that is what we have got to 
prevent, Duroc." 

" How ? ** 

" It was for this I asked you to come with us/* 
to Bastian. " Tell me — ^how far are we justified, 
imder these circumstances, in using the help your 
Government has sent us ? ** 

'^ You mean in covering a retreat instead of making 
an advance ? ** 

" Exactly.** 

** It*s such a ghastly sudden business. My wits 
are all astray yet ** 

" Our time is short. The Blues are massing in 
greater force every day over yonder. We must 
decide at once.** 

" You are quite decided you won't go forward ? '* 

" How can we ? Go where ? To Paris ? To 
re-establish the house of this man who has so grossly 
deceived us ? ** 

" To re-establish the Faith,** said the Abb6. 

" Would all these poor souls have come out this 
far with us, Duroc, but for the promises I made 
them in his name ? '* 

" They would not. They will fight to the death 
p 
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for their Church on their own hearthstones, but they 
are here to fight for their King." 

^' They are here to prove their faith in the promises 
I myself relied on, and he who promised has broken 
faith. We cannot go on. Ck)a knows whether we 
can even go back ! . . . Well, M. Bastian ? " for 
he saw that he had been thinking deeply and had come 
to some decision. 

" If I may suggest — ^before taking any other step, 
call together the officers of the expeditionary force, 
lay the matter plainly before them, and learn if they 
are ready to do what they can to minimise the 
disaster. I do not even know who they are. But 
if they are mostly British officers they will not leave 
you in the lurch." 

St. Aubin nodded gravely. '' You think they might 
agree to hold the others in check, for a time ? " 

" So far as the contingent is British — ^yes I Grayle 
was, I think, telling you of some refugee regiments — " 
turning to the Abb6, who nodded. ^* For them I 
cannot, of course, speak." 

" Will you give us your help in consulting them, 
M. Bastian ? " 

" Surely I Everything in my power. And we have 
not a moment to lose if the debarkation is to take 
place to-day. I will go back and get Grayle to collect 
them in his boats. Where shall it be ? On board 
The Hebe f'' 

" Here," said St. Aubin. " If I set foot on that 
ship again I doubt if I could keep my hands off those 
wretches." 

" Then I will go at once, and you will be settling 
your plans for retreat." 

He had to make his way to the shore through 
crowds of fantastically-dressed and strangely-armed 
peasant-warriors, who hung about to get a sight of 
the Prince for whom they luid undertaken so much. 

Grayle saw him coming and was waiting for him 
at the head of the ladder. 

'' What's it all about ? " he asked eagerly. 
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Bastian took him up to the poop and told him, 
and Grayle swore a bitter British oath of amazement 
and indignation. 

** My God I I*d like to string 'em up to the yard- 
arm and their cowardly skunk of a master with 'em/* 
he said, when that had relieved him. ^* And now what 
do you want me to do ? " 

Bastian quickly explained his ideas, and in five 
minutes The Hehe^s boats were pulling round the 
fleet collecting the heads of the military forces for 
a council of war. 

" I'll come with you," said Grayle, when they saw 
the boats gradually making for the shore. 

The council numbered about twenty in all — General 
Weston conunander-in-chief, whose spirits had been 
rulBSed from the start at not being invited to accom- 
pany his Highness on The HebCj and colonels, majors, 
and captains of the various regiments. 

They crowded into the little cottage amid the 
exultant shouts of the peasants, who saw in them 
the earnest of their much-needed backbone of 
regulars. Now they would be able to tackle the 
Blues to some purpose. Their day was come. There 
were many old scores to pay off. They were as good 
as done for, those red-handed Blues. They would 
wipe them out to the last man. And they swelled 
vociferously with anticipation. 

And inside the dark, cramped little room, M. de 
St. Aubin was laying before the grimly lowering 
faces of the men on whom depended the Uves of the 
tens of thousands outside, the story of this great 
betrayal, and asking their advice and, if it seemed 
well to them, their assistance. 

*• By God, sir ! " burst out the General, when all 
the tale was told and its consequences made clear. 
And then, bottling up his feelings with difficulty, 
he looked round the room and called for their opinions 
one by one, beginning with him he judged the yoimgest. 

" Captain d'Arcy. What say you ? " 

*^ Faith, sor, we came out to foight, and me men's 

P3 
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fair aching for a foight, and we'd all be sorry to go 
home without it." 

" Captain James ? *' 

^^ I'm with Captain d'Arcy all the way through, 
sir." 

And so were they all to a man, including even the 
officers of the refugee regiments, who expressed them- 
selves with vehemence on the subject, and welcomed 
the chance of a slap at the Blues, and of showing 
their British fellows-in-arms that, though those in 
high places might break faith, there were Frenchmen 
stul who kept their honour clean and were ready 
to die for their fellows. 

" You have your answer, sir," said the General 
to M. de St. Aubin. ^^ You may count upon us and 
we will do our best, though it is not to lead where 
we expected. We will msembark at once. And 
gentlemen, not one word of this outside, on your 
honour ! Captain Grayle, how soon can you get 
us all ashore, men and horses, guns, ammunition, 
muskets, boots, every damned tldng? They shall 
have them all to the last lock and nail. God bless 
my soul ! I never heard of such a thing in all my 
life ! Thank God, I was never a man for courts and 
princes." 

So the debarkation began at once, and the bay of 
Cancale hunmied and clanged as never before since 
the first man settled there. And the shaggy patriots 
from the fields and forests watched it all with exultant 
wonder, and told one another in uncouth tongues 
that this, and what would follow, were worth coming 
for. 

M. de St. Aubin, the Abb^, and Bastian, remained 
alone in the cottage when the rest hurried off to their 
duties. 

^^ I can help in this," said Bastian. "' It's a case 
of all hands to the pumps." 

" And afterwards ? " asked the Marquis. " You 
will return home and bieak the news to them there 
as gently as may be ? " 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



^ THE GREAT BETRAYAL 218 

" Not yet. I can, perhaps, be of service to you 
here. I would not have fought for the Bourbons, 
but to help at a wreck is a sailor's duty. What is 
your first move ? " 

" Until the force is landed — ^not a word I The 
moment it gets known that he has not come they will 
lose heart and begin to fall away. That must not 
be until the troops are to the front, between us and 
the Blues. M. TAbb^ will start at once for La Vendue. 
There are fifty thousand men gathering there to join 
us. They must be stopped and told it is all over." 

" Suppose they will not go back ? " said Duroc. 

^^ Then we shall be glad of their help in holding 
the Blues. But they must understand clearly that 
we have no hopes of doing what we proposed." 

" God forgive that man, for I cannot," said Duroc. 

*^ As soon as the troops are in position I will see 
Puisaye, and Jean Cottereau, and Jambe d'Argent, 
and the rest, and break it to them. It will crush 
their hearts. Mon Dieu 1 Mon Dieu I such an errand 
to ffo upon 1 " 

Put not your trust in princes," said the Abb6 
bitterly. " TYuly, if the Republic would respect our 
ancient faith I would throw m my lot with it, hate- 
ful as it is in some of its aspects. What about those 
men in the frigate ? " 

" Don't 1 " snapped the Marquis. " When I think 
of them — ^Mon Dieu ! if I had not better work to 
do here I would go on board and cram the fraud and 
the insult of it down their throats with my sword. 
If ever we meet again they shall answer for it. Now, 
my good Duroc, go I — ^and God go with you I But — 
unlock your face before you start, my friend. It 
spells disaster." 

" I am no Jesuit," said the Abb*. " But I wiU 
do nay best." 

** 'Aiink of the women and the children and the 
homes you are going to save," said the Marquis. 

^* That is better," said the Abb6, and set his face 
in order. 
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CONSEQUENCES 

Every one worked with a will. There was no 
lack of helpers ashore to haul and carry, and the 
debarkation went swiftly on. 

There was never time for any piles of stores to 
accumulate on the shore, for muskets, ammunition, 
small arms and boots, were distributed among the 
most needy at once, and the rest sent off in lumbering 
country carts to the waiting ones further inland. 

When the eagerly-desired guns came ashore the 
tattered warriors joined hands and danced round 
them like children at a fair, and every man who 
received a pair of boots strung his sabots round his 
neck with a piece of string, since, to the frugally- 
minded, sabots are sabots and not to be thrown away 
without reason. When they danced round the guns 
the sabots clicked like castanets across their chests, 
and Bastian wondered how they would get on if it 
came to fighting. 

Michel was at the front, keeping an eye on the 
movements of the Blues, and every hour brought 
messengers with news of their increasing numbers. 
As fast as the troops were landed and formed up and 
provisioned, they were sent off under expert guidance 
to Dol, to Combourg, to St. Aubin, to stren^hen the 
lines there. 

When night fell, the countryside far and near 
twinkled with camp-fires as though an innumerable 
host of fire-flies had settled on it. And the fires 
twinkled like stars on a frosty night, because the wild 
men of the woods were dancing roimd them in antici- 
pation of their coming victoriea 

214 
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But the hearts of their leaders were heavy within 
them at thought of their coining disenchantment, 
which for many would mean the destruction of their 
highest hopes and disfranchisement from all further 
earthly troubles. 

M. de St. Aubin could not rest. Soul and body 
he was utterly tired out, as no bodily fatigue had 
ever tired him before. But it was veritable soul- 
sickness that bore him down. His spirit groaned 
within him without ceasing, at thought of it all. 

BastiaUy when he had done all that man could do 
in assisting at the debarkation, came ashore and kept 
near him. And the broken man turned to him in his 
grief and found comfort in his presence. 

Sitting before his drift-wood fire with its many- 
coloured flames, he one time reached a hand across 
to Bastian, saying simply, ^* Let me feel an honest 
hand again. All my world is in ruins. I feel slipping 
— slipping. My God ! My God 1 To think of it 
all ! 

And Bastian did his best to hearten him by pre- 
dicting a safe retreat and small loss, and in the end a 
quiet return to the peaceful life at St. Michael's. 

** Our fellows will stand all right," he assured him. 
*^ And unless I am very much mistaken there will be 
plenty of yours to back them up. Prince or no prince, 
many of them won't go back home without a lick at 
the enemy. We might even yet smash them and go 
forward. You can never tell how things will go." 

But the Marouis shook his head sadly. ** I shall 
not advise it. I would not countenance it. In the 
first place it is impossible. You don't know our 
people. Once they know they have been deceived 
the heart will go out of them. . . . And even if we 
could. To wlutt end ? If we reached Paris and 
swept the Convention out of existence — ^what then? 
It would simply mean the Bourbons and all the old 
abuses back again. . . . No— we are done with them ! 
If by any chance — or his own strength — or the provi- 
dence of God — any man shall be found strong enough 
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to lift us out of the mire we have wallowed in — I 
don't care who he is or whence he comes — I will 
welcome him and cast in my lot with him. ... It 
will not be a Bourbon/' he said, musing bitterly. 
" Not a Bourbon . . . not a Bourbon. We need new 
blood . . . red blood • . . We have got too blue.'* 

The ships were cleared by the following mid-day — 
the troops all off to the front — ^all the material to 
make good the deficiencies of the peasant-fighters 
distributed — ^the peasants themselves, wondering 
much and woefully disappointed at getting no sight 
of their prince, back in their straggling ranks, hopeful 
still, however, and relying on their leaders to do what 
was right even though it seemed strange in their 
eyes. 

*' And now," said M. de St. Aubin, as he and 
Bastian and Captain Grayle stood on the shore to- 
gether. "" I go to break the heart out of them. And 
you ? " to Bastian. 

" I go with you. I may be of some use to you." 

** I thank you. Your presence alone is a help to 
me." 

" What will you do, Grayle ? " asked Bastian. 

" My orders are to back up the expedition and be 
of any use I can. I shall lie off here. If you get 
smashed up, come back here and I'll take you all on 
board. By the way, there are some boxes of specie 
in my cabin there. What's to be done with that ? " 

" It had better go back to your government," said 
the Marquis, " unless M. d Artois' representatives 
have already secured it." 

" I wish to God they had," said Grayle exuberantly. 
'' I'd string them all up at a moment's notice and be 
glad to do it." 

And when they two had mounted a couple of rough 
horses, more accustomed to the shafts or the plough 
than to riders, and had jogged away inland to find 
M. de Puisaye and Jean &>ttereau and the other 
leaders, M. de St. Aubin told Bastian as they went 
of that other heart-breaking treachery in connection 
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with the financial part of the undertaking, and ^ 
Bastian was amazed and shocked at the disclosure. 

^^ I cannot, of course, say that M. d'Artois was aware 
of it. But there are the facts. And that, and this 
still greater perfidy, have killed my faith in these men 
for ever," said the Marquis glooinily. 

'* I do not wonder," said Bastian, and they rode in 
silence along the coast road, with the great dome of 
Mont Dol looming larger in front, and on their left 
the mighty sweep of yellow sands which stretched 
right across to the Cotentin coast, eighteen miles 
away. 

There too, away across the shinunering table of the 
flats, rose the stately pile of Mademoiselle's own 
Mount, slender, shapely, beautiful. Etched against 
the far horizon as with a fairy brush, it looked as 
delicate as a vision and as unsubstantial. 

At times it seemed to reel and sway before their 
eyes, as the mid-day vapours swung to and fro across 
the fiats. The chaste symmetry of its lines, rising 
from solid base to topmost pinnacles in steps of perfect 
beauty — so different from their own squat towers at 
home — seemed to him to pass the art of man. It was 
a thing of dreams, and he turned his eyes away at 
times to test them on less beautiful things, and then 
looked back, half expecting the vision to have van- 
ished. But it was always there — slender, stately, 
beautiful. 

"' What is it now ? " asked Bastian aloud, in 
pursuance of his thoughts. 

" What ? . . . The Mount ? " said M. de St. Aubin, 
following his glance. " A prison." 

And the word clashed hs^hly on his thoughts of it. 
That vision of beauty — ^a prison I 

They came to Dol and found its wide streets filled 
with country-folk, drawn thither from the neighbour- 
ing villages to see the foreign troops who had passed 
through that morning. 

M. de St. Aubin had hoped to find Michel there, but 
learnt that the whole contingent had gone on along 
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the Pontorson road, with the troops under Captain 
d'Arcy, to meet a strong force of Blues who were 
said to be advancing from Avranches by way of 
Pontaubault. 

His wish had been to take the boy with them. 
Separation meant an additional anxiety. But time 

Eressed, and he must leave him for the present to take 
is chance. 

They set off again along the Combourg road to find 
M. de Pilisaye, who was lying there with a force of 
peasants niunbering close on ten thousand. Beyond, 
towards Montreuil and St. Aubin, were Jean Cottereau, 
called the Chouan, and Louis Treton — Silver-Leg, 
both with huge contingents, eagerly waiting news of 
the arrival of their promised leader and the word to 
march. 

They rode into the straggling village of Combourg 
amid exultant shouts from the uplifted peasants. 
They had received their supplies of arms and boots 
and ammunition. A regiment of regulars with can- 
non had passed that morning and taken up position 
at Tr6m6heuc, which covered the road from Antrain. 
M. de Puisaye was at that very moment in the ch&teau 
in conference with Jean Chouan and Silver-Leg. 
Was this beau monsieur in the cocked hat the prince 
whom they had been promised ? Ah — an English 
officer ! Well — ^vive les anglais ! Their guns were 
good, and their boots were good, and they were brave 
fellows. So now for the Blues and an end of this 
matter I 

They passed on to the chateau, with its massive 
round towers and narrow slits of windows high up in 
the walls, and rode through the grim arched doorway 
into the courtyard. 

And at sound of them, came running out in high 
expectation, having heard the shouts of their followers 
outside — Puisaye, trim and neatly dressed in riding- 
coat and top-boots; and Jean Chouan, the embodi- 
ment of his class in his rough peasant costiune, with 
dour determined face ; and behmd them, more slowly. 
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Silver-Leg, with his straggling grey hairs, and long 
sober face, and keen grave eyes. 

The eyes of all three shot hungrily to Bastian, full 
of their great hope, and then turned questioningly to 
M. de St. Aubin. 

'' Eh bien ! — and the Prince ? " asked Puisaye 
hastily. 

'' Let us go upstairs," said the Marquis, and Puisaye 
led the way to a small stone room wluch held nothing 
but a table and some chairs and was lighted only by 
a very small and narrow window. A fitting place, 
Bastian thought, for the tomb of brave men's hopes. 

" I bring you bad news, mv friends," said the 
Marquis gravely, and the faces of the others tightened 
and darkened. " The fleet has come. The promised 
troops have come — ^the cannon, the muskets, every- 
thing-— except that without which all the rest is use- 
less. M. d'Artois has failed us." 

They stared at him with wide, amazed eyes and 
stricken faces. Silver-Leg dropped heavily into a seat, 
but never took his eyes off the speaker. They seemed 
unable to comprehend it. 

*^ He has not come ? " gasped Puisaye at last. 

And the Marquis told them, in short rasping 
sentences, just what had happened. 

They received the news differently. 

M. de Puisaye sank into a chair and dropped his 
head into his hands. 

" That ends it," he groaned bitterly. 

Jean Chouan's face was like a thunder-doud about 
to burst. He stood, stiff and stubborn as a forest 
tree in a winter storm — his arms folded, his eyes 
smouldering fires, grim defiance of Fate in every inch 
of him. l^ton, with his wooden-leg stuck straight 
out in front of him and the other foot pounding the 
stone floor with a slow monotonous beat — ^with a 
face like a leathern mask and eyes like an eagle's — 
waited silently. 

*^ I see only one thing to be done," said the Marquis 
gravely. ^' I have laid the whole matter before the 
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o£Bicers of the English troops. They have taken up 
their positions between us and the enemy and will hold 
them as long as possible. Disperse your men and bid 
them get back to their homes as quickly as they can. 
It is ail we can do for them." 

" Mon Dieu I Mon Dieu I ** groaned Puisaye, at so 
utter a downfaU of their hopes. 

" No I " said Jean Chouan» and the word fell like 
the stroke of an axe. " The people are here. They 
are ready to go on. The troops are here. We now 
have muskets for most. We have cannon. We will 
go on and sweep the Blues away and they will trouble 
us no more. Never again shall we have so good a 
chance." 

"My good Cottereau," said the Marquis quietly, 
" can you imagine I would turn back if I saw it right 
to go forward ? We come here with one mind and one 
object " 

" That is right — ^to sweep away these cursed 
Blues." 

" To what end ? " 

" To eat them. To make an end of them." 

" Why are all these multitudes gathered together, 
my friend ? " urged the Marquis with restraint. 

" To fight." 

" What for ? " 

" For their Faith and the King." 

" Yes ! And what has induced them to leave their 
own countries as never before ? " He waved the 
Chouan to silence with a peremptory hand, and 
answered himself. " The promise of M. d'Artois to 
lead them. Nothing else would have done it." 

" That is true," said Silver-Leg quietly. 

" M. d'Artois has failed us, and, for me, I have done 
with him. But we may not deceive the people," 
continued the Marquis. 

" If we tell them ne awaits them at Pontorson they 
will go to Pontorson, no matter how many Blues lie 
between," said Cottereau stubbornly. 

^^ But we cannot tell them that." 
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" Why not ? " 

**" Because it is a lie.*' 

"' What matter that, if it makes an end of the 
Blues ? " — with a shrug of the great shoulders. " He 
is only a name to them — ^this M. d'Artois. He has 
not come. Very well — we use his name and do with- 
out him." 

"' And afterwards ? " asked the Marquis coldly. 

" If we win we have done it ourselves ** 

^* By means of a lie." 

" If we lose — eh b'en, we pay, and there is no 
more to be said," with another great heave of the 
shoulders. 

" See, Cottereau ! — ^you have suffered from the Blues 
beyond most, and your hatred blinds you. But we 
are not out simply for slaughter, and we cannot do 
this thing ^" 

** Say nothing, then. Simply bid them to Pontorson 
and they will go without questioning." 

'' We must tell them the truth. Then, if they are 
willing to go, that is their own affair. I will have no 
hand in deceiving them. I think of the wives and 
children at home. It may not be too late to send their 
men back to them. I will give my life, if needs be, 
to secure their safety. But lead them on with a lie, 
I will not." 

The two stood facing one another defiantly across 
that great gulf — the aristocrat, who had already lost 
everything in the great upheaval and might win back 
all and more in re-establishing the throne — and the 
peasant, who had suffered mortally in his home and 
family from the brutality of the Blues. They were 
representative. He fought for vengeance — ^the Mar- 
quis for an idea, a sentiment, the faith that was in 
him, for what he believed the good of his country. 
Though now, in truth, this gross default on the part 
of his prince had cut the foundations from under his 
feet. 

It was the lame beggar, Silver-Leg, who spoke the 
decisive word and ended the matter. 
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Kings were nothing to him, though he had jumped 
at the means of welding the scattered forces of his 
countiymen into one mighty whole by the promised 
leadership of one of the princes. He fought for the 
old faith, and hated the new order of things because it 
upset the old. 

He was a bom leader of men, and his influence 
spread wider and deeper even than that of Jean Chouan 
himself. 

" Jean," he said, in his quietest voice — though it 
could ring like a trumpet above the din of battle — 
^* Monsieur is right. We cannot lead them with a lie. 
It is the old story — ^put not your trust in princes. I 
have never had anjrthing to do with them — ^till now. 
And this is enough. I ymll never lift a finger again to 
bring them back to France.'* 

" Nor I," said the Marquis, and Puisaye eyed him 
in gloomy amazement. 

** The people must go back,*' said Treton firmly. 
'* And we must secure them as best we can. If your 
people, when they know, will help in that, we will 
honour them. But — don't deceive them 1 It will 
only come back on your own head." 

Cottereau's face was thunderous still, but united 
action alone could avail and he accepted the inevit- 
able. 

" B'en ! " he growled. " Since you are aU of one 
mind, though it is not mine, and it seems to me 
foolishness." 

" See, Jean," said Silver-Leg, in his persuasive way. 
" We will tell them together, and offer them the chance 
of going against the Blues. Many, I think, will jump 
at it. We have all suffered, and maybe we can make 
them so sick they will want no more. With the troops 
and the guns and all this help we have got, we never 
had a better chance. And there I am with you to the 
end." 

^^ Allons done ! " said the Chouan, brightening some- 
what at the chance still left of a fight. " At once ! " 
and he left the room. 
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" Treton," said the Marquis warmly, " you are a 
man of men. Bring us word of the matter as soon as 
you can, and the numbers you can count on. We will 
do everything in our power to assist you/* 

" The Chouans will go," said Silver-Leg. " They 
thirst for blood — and they have reason. How many 
of the others I cannot say. The troops over there 
should occupy Antrain and we will follow as quickly 
as possible. Where are the others ? *' 

Some towards Pontorson, some towards La 
Boussac." 

** Pontorson and Antrain are our points. They will 
come down from Avranches. If we can punish them 
enough they may leave us in peace for a time," and he 
went slowly down the narrow stairs, clicking his 
wooden leg against the stone steps as he went. 

" What of your people, Puisaye ? " asked the 
Marquis. 

M. de Puisaye shook his head despondently. 

" They have been coimting on the prince," he said. 
** It will take the heart out of them. Come, and we 
will tell them." 

Bastian never forgot those strange wild gatherings 
at which the disappointing news was broken to the 
people. 

They had pinned their hopes to the promise of a 
prince, and his default affected them in as many ways 
as there were men. But, as M. de Puisaye had fore- 
told, in his section at all events, it cut the heart out of 
them. This sole inducement had drawn most of them 
from their far-away homes. The inducement gone, 
the call of home waxed strong in them. 

Jean Chouan and Silver-Leg fared better. In their 
controls were most of the bolder and wilder spirits. 
When the whole matter was made plain to them, and 
the advantages of the moment pointed out — ^the 
troops, the guns, muskets, and ammunition for all — 
and the choice left to them of an effective blow at the 
Blues, or an immediate retreat followed by the certain 
reprisals of an exultant enemy, they volimteered for ' 
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the fight in thousands and every man of them fdt 
himself a hero. 

And M. de St. Aubin's heart was mightily relieved, 
for the safety of the rest was, for the time being at all 
events, secured. 
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CHAPTER XXXI 

HOT WORK 

Michel had pushed on towards Pontorson along 
with the advance guard of the Breton forces. Rrom 
the summit of Mont Dol they had witnessed the 
arrival of the fleet, and, believing all was well, had 
hastened to occupy that important position on the 
only direct road by which the Blues could come down 
upon them from Avranches. 

The movement was a correct one, even under the 
altered circumstances of the case. Whether for 
offence or defence Pontorson was the key of the 
position. If the next move was to be an advance on 
the Blues massing in the neighbourhood of Avranches, 
it was through Pontorson it must pass. And now, 
since retreat was in the air, Pontorson must be held 
to the last gasp. 

So towards Pontorson M. de St. Aubin took his 
way, sending word to Jean Chouan and Silver-Leg 
to follow with their volimteers as speedily as possible. 
And Bastian, anxious to assist his friend in any way 
he could in this c^rim crisis, went with him. 

M. de St. Aubin would have had him return to the 
fleet. 

" This is our affair," he said. " We may have very 
hot work. There is no call for you to risk your life 
in it, my friend." 

" Only the call of friendship," said Bastian, with 
his grave smile. " I mav be of some service to you, 
and I can do this with a clear conscience." 

And the Marauis gripped his hand and said no more. 

They took tne bridle-road by Cuguen to Trans, 
and thence the high road by Pleine-Fougfires, and 
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came into Pontorson late in the afternoon, only to 
find the enterprising Michel gone scouting along the 
road towards tne enemy's quioters at PontaubauTt. 

*^ It is his first campaign and he is indefatigable," 
said M. de St. Aubin. *' But this is our own country. 
He knows every foot of it, and he is among our own 
people. No harm will come to him, I think." 

Captain d'Arcy was there with his regiment, and 
other contingents kept arriving all through the night. 

In the morning Michel came in, dirtier than he had 
ever been in his life and very hungry, but very 
business-like and full of fight. 

His father broke the news to him, and for the mo- 
ment he went all to pieces over it. 

After he had fed, nowever, he picked himself up 
somewhat, though he felt sorely ill-used and as savage 
as a dog whose bone has been snatched from it. 
Still, fighting was in the air. To his inexperienced 
eyes, their constantly increasing nimibers, joined to 
the expeditionary forces with their guns, seemed 
capable of very much more than simply covering a 
retreat. He grew hopeful again. 

The information he had gathered pointed to 
considerable forces of Blues advancing slowly from 
Avranches. Their main body would be at Pont- 
aubault next day, when their friends among the 
peasants would bring in any news obtainable. 

He was for going back, but his father bade him stop 
at Pontorson, so he went off to assist d'Arcy and 
his men, and great crowds of willing helpers, in throw- 
ing up rough entrenchments across the Pontaubault 
road. 

That afternoon Jean Chouan and Silver-Leg came 
in with their ragged hordes of grim-faced forest- 
fighters. And the Marquis as he watched them, and 
noticed the dogged temper of them, said, ^* The pity 
of it 1 The pity of it I That man by his defection 
has thrown away a kingdom. With men such as 
these we might have been well on our way to Paris 
by this time." 
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^^ If only you had enough of them/* said Bastian 
quietly. 

" Yes, if we had enough of them. These are the 
pick. They have many old scores against the Blues 
and think more of that than of their homes, which 
are probably in ruins and their wives and children 
dead." 

General Weston, who had been lying at La Boussac 
with his main body, came in that afternoon also, 
inspected things generally, approved of d'Arcy's 
earthworks, and incidentally said to Bastian, ^' My 
God, sir, I never set eyes on such a lot of tatter- 
demalions in all my bom days 1 Why they look like 
nothing but a lot of mountebanks and beggars." 

** They know how to fight, I believe, sir." 

" Maybe, maybe ! But it'll be in their own queer 
way, I expect, and that won't be our way, and may 
make more trouble than it's worth. However — 
we're here, and here we'll stick tiU there's nothing 
left to stick to. All the rest got away home, I 
suppose ? " 

These are all volunteers — the pick of the fighting- 
men. The rest have been sent to their homes." 

A further and quite unlooked-for reinforcement 
also joined them that day, in the persons of the 
Chevalier de Pontignac and the Count de Serriire. 

They rode quietly into camp late in the afternoon, 
exciting no little conunent in their course. The 
refugee regiments were at the front, and they knew 
no one, and no one knew them. If they had ridden 
into a camp of Blues they could hardly have met with 
a colder reception. They inquired for M. de St. 
Aubin, and hung about until he returned with 
General Weston from watching the arrival of the 
Chouans. 

At sight of him they came forward with doffed 
hats and every appearance of deference, and the 
Marquis curtly touched his hat as to undesirable 
strangers, and his face grew hard as a board. Bastian, 
in a word, explained them to the General, and 
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the two Englishmen watched the meeting with 
interest. 

*' Monsieur le Marquis, we come to offer our swords 
to the cause," said Pontignac politely. 

" I do not know you, sir, and we do not need your 
swords," said the Marquis coldly. 

" We would do, sir, what we can to wipe out the 
reproach of our share in this matter." 

" I do not know you, sir." 

" Whatever we have done, we wish you to know 
that we have only acted on our instructions." 

" For the third time — I do not know you, sir," 
and the Marquis turned away and left them standing 
in much discomfort. 

*^ It was all I could do to keep from challenging 
him on the spot," he said afterwards to Bastian. 
*^ For the insult of his former o£fer rankles in me still. 
But it would not have done. And, truly, I am glad 
they have had the grace to come. Their sense of 
honour is not entirely dead. It will be interesting 
to see how they behave." 

Whatever the spirit that moved them — ^whether 
genuine disgust at the part they had had to play, or 
the impossibility of getting out of their cul-de-sac 
except by a rightabout face and a forward movement, 
or doubts as to the reception they would meet with 
if they returned to England without a blow struck — 
they stuck to their intention of helping now, as far 
as their swords would avail, in spite of all rebuffs. 

They found themselves quarters and kept to them, 
had little or no intercourse with the rest, and waited 
in chilly isolation for the chance to make good their 
offer of help. 

The news the peasants brought in concerning the 
enemy varied so widely, in accordance with the 
fears, the imagination, and the lack of understanding 
of its bearers, that little reliance could be placed 
on it. One asserted, with wide-waving arms, that 
there were millions of them. The more modest, if 
the more ignorant, put it at thousands and thousands. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



HOT WORK 229 

Without doubt, then» it was a large force, and all 
agreed that it was constantly increasing, that it had 
many guns, and that it had thrown up earthworks 
about Pontaubault, just as the Whites had done round 
Pontorson. 

And now there came somewhat of a division in 
their councils. 

Jean Chouan and Silver-Leg were for pushing on 
at once and eating up the Blues, or, at all events, 
having such a bite at them as would make them limp 
for some time to come. 

M. de St. Aubin urged that, as their object was 
simply to hold them m check until the disbanded 
levies had got to their homes, and as their present 
position was perfectly secure, it would be a quite 
useless sacrifice of life to attack so long as the enemy 
remained quiescent. And General Weston endorsed 
this view, since, in the turn things had taken, he was 
there to preserve life, not to throw it away unneces- 
sarily. 

And, as the Chouan leaders counted much on the 
troops and their guns, they had perforce to give way. 
But they were restless and dissatisfied, and chafed 
openly, as did their wild following, at the restraint 
imposed upon them. 

The position was an extremely difficult one. En- 
forced maction on a campaign is always more or less 
demoralising. And here there were other factors at 
work all the time to force the Marquis's hand, active 
arffuments to which he could not shut his eyes. 

The Blues, with open communications to Paris» 
were without doubt receiving constant reinforce- 
ments, and in the same way their Conunissariat could 
replenish itself at will — ^though it had its difficulties 
in the dogged hostility of the peasants, who would 
not lend a finger, much less a wagon, to help. 

The Chouans and the English troops were in much 
worse case in regard to food supplies, since they had 
no fixed base from which to draw, and but an 
indifferent organisation levying upon an already 
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depleted area. And, as the days passed, and the 
bite at the Blues, which they had been promised, 
seemed as far off as ever, the ragged warriors growled 
and grizzled, grew more and more discontented, and 
began to melt away to their distant homes. 

At the end of a week of this, Jean Chouan and 
Silver-Leg came over to the Marquis's quarters and 
put the matter plainly before him. 

" Our men will not wait," said Silver-Leg mildly. 
" They are beginning to growl even at us and say we 
have deceived them. 

" K we can't go ahead we'll go home," said Jean 
Chouan. *' Some have gone already. You will soon 
have none left but your Englishmen." 

" That would be a poor return for their coming," 
said the Marquis. '' It would make me ashamed of 
my country." 

" Maybe," said Jean, " but we cannot help it. We 
are here to fight, not to starve. Let us at tnem ! " 

** You know what it will mean. They are en- 
trenched, with guns " 

** We will go round and take them on the flank, 
and you and your Englishmen with their guns can 
attack them in front." 

" It will mean very heavy loss." 

" My men are ready to die fighting, but they won't 
die starving," said Jean Chouan brusquely. 

What the upshot might have been it is hard to say. 

The situation was solved by the sudden arrival of 
Duroc, leaner and browner than ever, his black sou- 
tane almost in rags, his broad-brimmed beaver 
bristling like a polecat, but with a very determined 
face and a spark in his eyes, and the news he brought 
set the Bretons on fire with emulation. 

^^ Saumur is ours. Angers is ours. Lescure, La- 
rochejacquelein, and Cathelineau have gone to take 
Nantes. At Montreuil and Dou6 we took a whole 
division with all their artillery and ammunition. 
The Right triumphs everywhere. Nothing can with- 
stand us — ^to God be all praise and glory 1 " 
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*' And after Nantes ? " asked the Marquis anxiously, 
for he perceived that when this news spread there 
would be no holding the Chouans. 

" After Nantes — Vitr6, Foug^res, Mayenne, Paris,'* 
said the Abb6, all aglow. '" King or no King, we 
must clear the way and be ready to join them at 
Fougdres. They will start fifty thousand strong. 
By the time they reach Foug^res they will be one 
hundred thousand." 

*' And Rennes ? Do they leave it ? It is the key 
of Brittany," said the Marquis thoughtfully, for if 
this thing had to be done he wanted no mistakes made. 

^^ Rennes can wait. We can swallow it at any time 
now. First clear the way here and I wil] bring back 
all our men who have gone home. These men of the 
Vendue are heroes. We need no prince to lead us 
while we have such as they." 

" What forces were opposed to you down there ? " 
asked the General. 

" Westermann's and Santerre*s — forty thousand 
strong, but they melted like snow before the hand 
of the Lord. They will do the same here. Ill news 
travels fast. We were but man for man against 
them." 

Even General Weston was affected by Duroc's 
wonderful news. If forty thousand peasants on the 
Loire could scatter the Republican troops like that, 
what could they not do here, with his troops and 
artillery as backbone ? There might be a chance 
of glory after all in this dull campaign. In any case, 
so far as the Bretons were concerned, unless they went 
forward with them they would soon be left in the 
lurch, and have no option but to fall back on the ships 
and re-embark without having struck a blow. 

^* In view of this, Marquis, I am for an advance," 
he said weightily. 

'* Then I must not oppose it. General. We did 
our duty, as we saw it, in waiting. Now, truly, it 
looks as though we must go on. Though what the 
end of it is to be " 
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*' We can leave that till we get there," said the 
General heartily. ^' Gad, I'll be glad to be doing 
something again ! Standing still's the hardest work 
in the world." 

The decision to be up and doing put new heart 
into clansmen and troops alike. Grim faces bright- 
ened, discontent vanished. 

Duroc harangued the wild men in great assemblies 
in their own uncouth tongue, stirred them to en- 
thusiasm by his recital of the doings on the Loire, 
exhorted them to do likewise, and promised them 
equally glorious results. 

General Weston discussed his plan of campaign 
with his own officers, and settled the final arrange- 
ments for a combined attack with the Chouan 
leaders. 

The Chouans were to set out at dusk and make 
their way, first along the road leading south towards 
St. James, then due east till they struck the Ducey 
road, which would lead them straight on to the rear 
flank of the Blues. They were to take no artillery, 
since their way would be across rivers and endless 
fields, each divided from its neighbour by a high 
earthen dyke, and impassable to guns. They were 
to have an hour's rest after their four hours' scramble^ 
and to descend on the Blues at two in the morning. 

The direct assault by the English troops, along the 
road from Pontorson, was to be delivered as soon as 
the Bretons were fairly engaged, and this they were 
to make known by the sending up of rockets, which 
General Weston entrusted to the care of the Abb^ 
himself. M. de Puisaye, with such followers as he 
had, elected to go along with the Chouans. 

" And where do we go ? " asked Bastian of the 
Marquis. 

" I must go with my own people.^ But you ? " 

** I must go with my friends " — ^with the quiet 
smile that was often more eloquent with him than 
words. '' Perhaps I may come in useful even if I 
don't do much fighting." 
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The Marquis looked at him gravely. ^^ It is no 
use trying to persuade you differently ? " 

" Not the slightest. I'm as pig-headed as a 
mule." 

" We fight to the death. We neither give nor ask 
quarter." 

" I should be inclined to give it. We will hope 
not to have to ask it." 

" You are quite determined ? " 

" Quite ! " and no more was said. 

They shook hands with (general Weston at dusk, 
promising to meet next morning at Pontaubault, and 
set off through the gloaming after the great dark 
stream of men which was sweeping away across the 
country like the shadow of a cloud. 

It was the wildest, strangest march conceivable. 
As soon as they parted from the high road every field 
had its high turfed banks like earthworks. Here 
and there rough gates made of a single tree trunk 
led from one field to another. These the first-comers 
cast down. If there were no gates convenient to 
their route they climbed the dykes, speedily scrabbled 
into mud by the passage of twenty thousand eager 
feet, and went straight on; so that, at times, in the 
dusky light, their progress was like that of great 
black waves heaving and sinking as they rolled towards 
a distant shore. 

Silence was the order of the night, and for hours 
they walked with scarce a word. 

Once, M. de St. Aubin, slipping his arm through 
Bastian's, said quietly, " We may part for ever 
presently. If it should be so, and fate is kind to you, 
tell her my last thought, and my only sorrow, were 
for her. I have done my duty as I saw it, and no 
man can do more. As to her future — ^my heart is 
not troubled. I know she is in good hands among 
you all. But she will be very desolate and wiU 
grieve sorely for us." 

And Bastian pressed the arm that lay in his re- 
assuringly, but all he said was, '* Please Gfod» we shall 
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come through all right ! " and they lapsed again into 
the ordered silence. 

It was a moonless night with many stars, but the 
way was led by men of the countryside who knew 
every inch of it and made no mistakes. 

They forded streams drouthy with the summer 
heats, and rustled through black forests whose trees 
seemed to stand amazed at the sight of them. They 
passed uncouth homes which seemed no more than 
cow-sheds, and walled farms which looked hke 
fortresses, and, in both, those inside lay trembUng 
lest the Blues should be upon them. Villages they 
avoided, lest they should contain some possessed of 
the newer ideas who might bear swift word of their 
passage to Pontaubault. 

At midnight they were in the bosky lands along 
the bank of the S61une where the Beuvron joins it, 
close by the forest of Dardaine, and there they lay 
for an hour to recover themselves for the fight. And 
there the Abb6 Duroc, without a thought of fatigue, 
went tirelessly among them, his three great rockets 
in one hand, and uplifted in the other his great brass 
crucifix, exhorting them to the fight and blessing 
them either in victory or defeat. 

Wherever he passed they fell on their knees, with 
doffed hats and Dowed heads, as meekly reverent as 
in their far-away ancient churches. And Bastian, 
who had never chanced to see them at their prayers 
before, and to whom this ultra-religious aspect of 
them was new, wondered somewhat how they would 
bear themselves in battle. 

They looked, indeed, no more than simple children 
of the fields and woods, as they murmured their 

!)rayers and told their beads. But he had seen them 
ook very differently, and their Comishmen had long 
since proved that men who could pray well could 
fight well also. It might be queer fighting, as General 
Weston had said, but he was inclined to think they 
would give good account of themselves if they got 
the chance 
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By one o'clock they were silently en route again, 
marching like spectres through thin wreaths of white 
mist which had crept out as though to further their 
plans. 

At the Marquis's suggestion, Jean Chouan sent on 
in front a picked party of fifty men, to take account 
of any outpost that might be on duty on this side. 
If he had been in charge of the Blue position he would 
certainly have guarded against any possible surprise, 
and it was as well to credit their commander with 
equal acumen. 

^^ And mind, mes gars, no shooting ! " was the 
Chouan's last word, as the fifty stole away into the 
fog, and the rest poured silently into the Ducey road, 
a bare mile from where it branched, with a short fork 
to Pontaubault and a long one to Pontorson, up 
which the English troops were to come. 

M. de St. Aubin walked now with the leaders, and 
with him Bastian and Michel; Bastian carrying 
nothing but a stout stick, Michel armed to the teeth 
and fingering his weapons unceasingly to make sure 
they were all in order. It was his first fight, and like 
to be a hot one. His nervousness, betrayed only by 
an eagerness to be at it which was constantly out- 
stepping the others, was pardonable. His father's 
heart was a little heavy for him, heavier far than for 
himself. But nothing else had been possible, and the 
boy must take his chance with the rest. 

The Marquis carried a sword, and pistols in his belt. 
He had, at the start, suggested a similar equipment 
to Bastian, if onlv for purposes of defence, but the 
Comishman quietly declined, assuring him that the 
cudgel would sufiice for all his needs. 

Behind them was the confused trampling of thou- 
sands of heavy feet — less resonant, however, by very 
reason of its complexity, than would have been 
the measured tread of half the number of regular 
troops. 

Alongside, and more peremptory to their straining 
ears, Jambe-d'Argent's iron-shod wooden leg rapped 
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the ground with the dull regular thud of inexorable 
Fate. 

In front — ^thin wreathing mist like an endless 
winding-sheet, and a most pregnant silence. 

Then with a startUng suddenness that made 
hearts leap and set the blood jumping, in the distant 
silence a dull shot, muffled shouts, more shots. The 
surprise had failed. 

Jean Chouan dropped a bitter oath. 

" Forward, mes gars ! " he shouted. *'*' Roi et 
Foi ! A la mort ! " 

" A la mort ! " — ^like a dull roll of thunder from 
behind, and the high road drununed with the beat of 
their racing feet. 

So far, no sign of the queer ways of fighting which 
Bastian had looked for ; so far, no need for them. 

Only, no longer the discipline which had so far 
to some extent prevailed. Now, each man sped his 
fastest regardless of the rest. Uncouth figures with 
streaming hair and grim set faces rushed past them 
like demoniacs. 

To Bastian they seemed no longer men but wild 
beasts, tigers thirsting for blood, and like wild beasts 
they smelt as they tore past him through the fo^. 
They panted short quick breaths, not from their 
running but from their hot eagerness for the fray. 

He could not distinguish all these things in detail. 
The ^g was heavy with pantings and thick with 
rushing figures. But he could hear them and feel 
them^ and the sense of it all pervaded him. 

Jean Chouan was away on the frothing front of 
the torrent. Silver-Leg plodded on manfully, urging 
on his nimbler fellows with a voice like a bugle. 

" For the Faith, my children ! A la mort ! " 

*' A la mort ! '* broke from them in a muffled roll 
as they sped past. 

Michel was for speeding on with the rest, but his 
father stopped him. 

" Wait 1 *• he said imperatively. '* Till we know 
what is doing," and they walked steadily on. 
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Then, away in front, came the boom of a cannon, 
and another and another, and volleys of musketry, 
shouts and yells, and rapid scattered firing. 

" They expected us," jerked M. de St. Aubin. 

The turmoil in front waxed more and more furious. 
But the torrent had broken on a barrier, and its back- 
ward surge stayed the rush behind and rolled it up 
into confusion. 

A charge of grape-shot came whistUng through the 
crowd and cleft a ragged lane. 

A black figure stood in the road facing them, with 
his back to the enemy, wildly waving three rockets 
in one hand and a brass crucifix in the other. 

"To the fields, my children! To the fields I 
Take them in flank and rear 1 " and he waved them 
off the deadly road as the grape came shrieking past 
again. 

" Good advice ! " panted M. de St. Aubin, and they 
scrambled into the field on their right, and headed 
again for the shouts and shots and venomous spits of 
flame in front. 

Before they could reach it the turmoil seemed to 
slacken for a moment, and from the top of a dyke, 
as they climbed it, they heard the tide of battle 
rolling Dack along the short stretch of road to Pontau- 
bault. 

The wild men saw it too, and raised triumphant 
shouts as they sheered off in that direction, and sped 
the faster lest they should not be in at the death. 

" Mon Dieu ! . . . I fear a trap," gasped M. de St. 
Aubin, labouring heavily over the remains of a potato 
field. " Not possible . . . they are beaten yet." 

But, trap or no trap, no power on earth could have 
diverted tnat howling, yelling, roaring torrent of 
wrath and frenzy. 

Their course across the fields brought them stum- 
bling into the road again, the short road leading into 
Pontaubault up which the Blues had retreated with 
the Chouans at their heels. 

" Keep to the fields, mes gars," cried the Marquis, 
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to the panting mob surrounding them. '* There is 
danger on the road," and others took up the cry, and 
some took to the fields and rushed on, but for the most 
part those who came after sped on along the road. 

There was no getting back to the fields they had 
just been carried out of m the rush, so the Marquis and 
Bastian and Michel tumbled into those on the other 
side of the road and hurried on again. 

Hurried desultory firing broke sharply through the 
yelling and shouting towards which they were pressing, 
and then of a sudden the darkness in front belched 
flame from a score of guns mounted on an earthwork. 
In the momentary blaze they saw their wild levies 
surging and bristling against it like broken waves 
against a breakwater. 

Long steady rolls of musketry followed the guns 
without an instant's cessation. Then the guns again 
— and again — ^and again — ^and ever, without a pause, 
such a ceaseless crackle of small-arms as demonstrated 
plainly, to experienced ears, the size of the force inside. 

One of their broken waves — ^a wild mob of frenzied 
peasants, yelling hoarsely, firing wildly at the flaming 
rront of the earthwork and loading as they ran — came 
surging over out of the deadly roadway and carried 
them along in its rush. 

With the instinct of the wild beast, they were 
ranging round the enclosure to get in at their prey. 
But they roared too loudly as they went. A couple 
of guns slewed round and a hail of grape swept through 
them. 

Bastian, his intention of acting only on the defen- 
sive swept away by the unmerciful flailing his side was 
receiving, picked up a sword which fell from a dead 
man's hand and went raging on with the rest. 

Again the guns belched at them, but they were 
now close in to the earthwork and the hail went over 
their heads and ploughed lanes through those behind. 

The night was thinning to the dawn, and the dusky 
masses of combatants resolved themselves into 
detailed figures. 
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Bastian» leaning for a moment with his back against 
the earthen bank to recover his breath, saw the flash 
of ffuns along the Pontorson road. 

The English ! " he panted, and pointed, and the 
cry was taken up by those about him and gave them 
fresh courage. 

He could also now appreciate the skill with which 
the earthwork had been constructed. Judging the 
rest by what he could see, it lay like a wi^e horseshoe 
with the toe on the Pontorson road. 

At the back, where the sides of the horseshoe end 
at times in a stud, was a bastion whose gun could 
rake the side of the earthwork with an enfilading fire, 
and it got to work on them at once. 

" We must stop that," cried Bastian. 

M. de St. Aubin shouted it in Breton, and the 
yelling mob rushed on the bastion, and in front of 
it sped a strange black figure — ^the ragged soutane 
rolled up round his waist, displaying a pair of thin 
black legs in tight knee-breeches and black stockings 
full of holes — ^in his left hand a sheaf of fragmentary, 
undischarged rockets, forgotten in the excitement 
of the fray, and up above his head like a banner, in 
his right hand, his great brass crucifix — bareheaded, 
his long grey hair streaming out behind, his face 
like a hawk's — ^the Abb6 Duroc, all aflame with the 
spirit of his country, and the zeal of his faith. 

The gun belched at them again. Many fell, but 
the Abb6 sped on, and his children yelled and followed. 

He hurled himself up the earthwork, but would 
have fallen but for a friendly back which gave him 
the required foothold. Others saw and bent, and the 
rest scrambled up over them. 

Duroc was over first, but Bastian and Michel and 
the Marquis were at his heels, and to his dying day 
Bastian never forgot the sight of the Abb£ flinging 
himself down like a great black cat on the gunners 
who were busy reloading. 

One he bore down with the weight of his fall, and 
felled another with his crucifix ; and, as the rest leaped 
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past, he was on his knees by the men he had smitten, 
offering them the consolations of his faith. 

An amazing sight, yet all in keeping with the man 
and the necessities of the case. 

That gun was slaughtering his children. It must 
be stopped. It was better that one man, two men, 
a score of men should die rather than the slaughter 
go on. And so, regardless of himself, he led the way 
and stopped the murderous fire — incidentally did 
what had to be done, and as promptly did his best 
to heal the woimds he had made. 

The huge earthwork was crowded with men, the 
larger number massed about the Pontorson road and 
along the front, the rest drawn up in reserve, a very 
much larger force than they had anticipated. 

All this could be seen at a glance, then, at sound 
of their irruption, a blue column wheeled round on 
them, gave them a volley, and came on at a quick 
run with their bayonets. 

Duroc, his work of opening the bastion accom* 
plished, had, metaphorically, dropped the sword> 
and now all his heart was given to his higher work. 
As he bent to the dpng man and whispered in his 
ear, he rolled over suddenly on top of him, and lay 
there with the crucifix still grasped tightly in his hand,, 
as though to shield the dying man from further 
harm. 

Then M. de St. Aubin clapped his hand to his 
shoulder and reeled back under the gun. Michel and 
Bastian bent over him. He lurched up but fell again, 
and Michel suddenly collapsed in a heap beside him. 

All about them a fierce struggle was raging, and 
through the wheels of the gun as he bent over his 
fi*iends, Bastian got a sight of the fighting ways of 
the forest men^-of their better way. Their ways of 
the forest and the field might have shocked him. 
Here they were coverless, with but one thought in all 
their minds, and that blazing white-hot with what they 
had gone through. 

It was all sheer madness with no method in it. 
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Wild, headlong^ diabolic fury seeking to sate itself 
careless of cost. 

The tatterdemalions, screaming like wild-cats, 
flew at their foes, hacking and hewing, dancing round 
them, on them when they fell, tearing at them with 
hands or weapons, anything, everything, no matter 
what, so long as their victim was ended. Wounds 
were nothing, death was nothing, destruction was 
everything, and to accomplish it every drop of blood 
that was in them was a flaming fire. 

But it was all terribly, horribly useless, as Bastian 
recognised in the few quick glances his care of his 
friends permitted him. The inrush had carried the 
fight past the gun, which served as a shelter for them, 
so he hauled them close under its wheels for greater 
safety. 

But now the tide came surging back, as organised 
might bore down and swept away the disintegrated 
fragments of the attack. 

The forest men were spitted on bayonets whose 
holders they could not reach, and mown down with 
volley after volley from the files behind whom they 
could not even see. Hundreds had scaled the earthen 
bank. Not one went back. 

" A priest ! " cried a rough voice alongside the 
gun. And — ^tiens 1 What have we here!'* and a 
mob of grizzled faces glared at Bastian with the lust 
of battle still in their eyes, while the nearer ones 
brought their bayonets to the charge to give him his 
quietus. 

He looked for short shrift and a quick ending. 
" A la mort ! " was the order of the day. 

But as he straightened up, and gave them look for 
look, and stood waiting, an officer behind caught 
sight of the unknown uniform, shouted, " Hold, my 
children ! Hold ! ** and came pushing through. 

Bastian saluted him gravely. The other responded 
in kind and scanned him curiously. 

** Who are you, monsieur ? And what are you 
doing here ? '* 

B 
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*'*' Captain in the English Navy. I came to look 
after my friends here,'' and he indicated the wounded 
men at his feet. 

" Dead ? " 

" I think not." 

The other hesitated, his fine» clear-cut face crumpled 
with doubt. There was something in Bastian's 
steady, unflinching outlook that chimed with some- 
thing within himself. 

^* Our orders are to spare none," he said brusquely, 
*^ but, morte de Dieu, we others are not used to it ! 
Wc are not butchers . . . The Chief shall decide it. 
. . . Cascadeau, take him to the General's quarters 
and see him safe." 

*^ And these," said Bastian, looking down at the 
Marquis and Michel. 

" Are they worth it ? " and he bent and looked 
down at them also. 

^' Decidedly yes ! It is the Marquis of St. Aubin 
and his son." 

" Oh — ^ho I " — ^with a note of exultation at his 
capture. " Yes, we will take them." 

And him," said Bastian, venturing further, and 
I>ointing at the body of the Abb6. "' If he still 
lives. 

** Bien ! One more is neither here nor there — 
especially if he has you all shot when you get there. 
Now, Cascadeau, you will answer for them. You will 
need half-a-dozen to help with these wounded. 
Form up there, my children ! This is finished." 

The rest tramped off to take up their position 
again. 

^' I thank you ! " said Bastian gratefully, as he 
returned the other's salute. 

" Au revoir, monsieur I — ^unless you are shot first," 
and he hurried away after his men. 

'" His name. Sergeant ? " asked Bastian, as they 
stooped again to the Marquis and Michel. 

" Captain Ch&telrault — ci-devant Comte. You fell 
well, let me tell you, monsieur. Most would have 
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shot you out of hand. But we are newly arrived, 
you see, and have not sunk to the ways of this cursed 
war yet. Besides, he is bon garyon — from my own 
country too." 

And presently, six men carrying the broken ones, 
they set out for the village of Pontaubault, just as 
the sun rose and flooded iQl the land with soft white 
light. 

Away above the flats towards the sea Bastian 
caught the shrill matins of the larks. Behind them 
the wild clamour of the Chouans had died down, and 
instead they heard the steady boom of the artillery 
inside and outside the earthwork. 

'' Tiens 1 That will be the English," said Casca- 
deau. " You were not with them, then, monsieur ? " 

" No," said Bastian. " I came only to be of 
service to my friends." 



It a 
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HOTTER STILL 

The wounded men were placed in a cow-shed, and 
Bastian, begging a bucket of water from the well, 
did what he could for them. 

M. de St. Aubin had a bullet wound in the shoulder 
and another in the side. He came to as Bastian was 
binding him up, but sank back wearily when he 
had heard how matters had gone, and where they 
were. 

Michel's wound was a deep graze along the temple. 
He was still unconscious. 

The Ahh6 had a bullet through the back, and lay 
like one dead, his face calm and set, his brass crucifix 
still hanging to his wrist by a thong. 

When he had done all he could, Bastian went to the 
doorway for a time, and tried to make out what was 
going on at the front. 

There were tremendous outbursts of firing every 
now and again, both guns and small-arms, and much 
shouting and cheering, but less of the wild clamour 
of the Chouan attack, though that was also to be 
heard spasmodically at times. But he could make 
nothing of it all, and now that the long strain was 
over he felt very weary. He took a big drink of 
water, and lay down by his friends in the dirty straw, 
and fell asleep. 

He was roused some hours later, by a sudden 
movement and ejaculation on the part of M. de St. 
Aubin, who lay alongside him. 

** Mon Dieu, mon Dieu I — Godefroi ? " said the 
Marquis, propping himself up on his uninjured arm. 
And Bastian, sitting up, became aware of a tall and 
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very noble-lookinff man standing over them, and 
looking down at them with a grave, perplexed face. 
His General's uniform was thick with dust, and, apart 
from that, looked as if it had seen long and hard 
service. Beside him stood Captain Ch&telrault. 

^^ I am sorry to see you here, St. Aubin," said the 
tall man. 

'' I am sorry to trouble you," said the Marquis. 
" What are you doing here and in that uniform ? ** 

** I command." 

" For the Republic ? " — in a tone of vast amaze- 
ment. 

" For the Republic. It had to come." 

" And you fight against your own people ? " 

** Not of choice, but of necessity, imight ask you 
the same. But the old order has passed. In the 
new there is at all events hope of better things. You 
know it." 

" Truly it has begun well," said the Marquis 
bitterly. 

^^ Nothing is bom without labour. Though the 
mother die, the child may live. But I wish to God 
you were anywhere but here, St. Aubin." 

" I also, I assure you." 

** Ch&telrault told me, and I came as soon as I could 
leave the front. But what to do with you " 

Here Michel woke up out of the sleep that had 
followed his stupor, and lay gazing up at the speaker, 
and then lurched up with wide amazed eyes fuced on 
him, and jerked, " Why— it's Godefroi I ^' 

The other nodded. 

" If you'd only come two days ago. ... I was my 
own master then," he said, with a touch of bitter 
scorn of himself and circumstances. " Since then they 
have sent me a couple of keepers, each to see that the 
other does his duty, and botn to see that I do mine. 
Commissioners of Public Safety, they call them. One 
of them fortunately got himself shot to-day — the 
wrong one, unfortunately ! The other is " 

" The devil," said Ch&telrault impulsively. 
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" Without doubt the devil. Our house knows him 
also as Joseph Garat/' 

" Garat ! ejaculated the Marquis and Michel 
together, and both with an equal sinking of the heart. 
Joseph Garat 1 Appointed because of his ac- 
quaintance with the district, and with orders to lay 
it bare and to spare none. There is no hope of his 
having got shot, I suppose, Ch&telrault ? '* 

^^ I wul go and see — and make sure of it, if you like. 
General,'^ and he fingered a pistol in his belt with 
hopeful meaning. 

" It is intolerable," said St. Croix bitterly. " He 
presumes too much. Either he or I will have to 
go. . • . The Convention gives him powers of life 
and death over every soul here," he added gloomily. 
^^ And he is as thirsty for blood as his friend Marat 
himself. It was Marat sent him." 

The Marquis and Michel seemed to have no word 
left in them. Both were sunk in their own gloomy 
thoughts. Bastian perceived that this must be that 
Vicomte de St. Croix of whom he had heard speak 
at home. From what he had heard before, and from 
M. de St. Croix's words now, he gathered that Joseph 
Garat spelt certain death and short shrift for them dl. 

He thought of Mademoiselle and her dread of this 
man. He regretted he had no pistol. If the chance 
came, he might at all events rid her of one of her fears. 
He wondered if Chatelrault would understand if he 
begged the loan of one of his. He thought he would. 

" The blame is not ^ours, my dear Godefroi," said 
M. de St. Aubin, rousing himself. " * A la mort ! * 
was our cry also, and we came with open eyes." 

**A11 the same, if our positions were reversed — 
No, I know you too well. In your hands I should 
still have had hope." 

"General," said Ch4telrault impulsively. "Just 
say the word and I will make things all safe " 

" No, Chatelrault, no 1 " said St. Croix, nodding his 
head, and very busy with his thoughts. " This is a 
family affair, and we will keep it so. All our thanks, 
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all the same t You will stay here in charge — especi- 
ally against that man. You understand ? Until 
I return no one but yourself is to enter here/* 

^' I will see to it, General. If he should come 

insisting — I suppose " and he fingered his pistol 

again hopefully. 

^^ You will tell him my orders and carry them out. 
You have men enough ? . . . I must leave you for a 
time, St. Aubin. Your English friends will give it 
up as a bad job presently. We are too strong for 
tnem. Your Chouans have lost heart already. 1 will 
return as soon as " 

There came the sound of angry altercation outside, 
as of one insisting in spite of opposition. 

General St. Croix raised and dropped his clenched 
fist wrathfully. Ch&telrault sprang to the door. 
The newcomer pushed it open and strode in. He was 
tall and gaunt, with a bitter dark face and cold black 
eyes. He was dressed in a semi-military uniform, and 
wore a tricoloured cockade in his hat and a sash of 
the same colours round his waist. 

" What is the meaning of this. Citizen Croix ? " — 
For the extremists the saints had gone with the 
rest. Even Croix had an unpalatable sound to ears 
which denied any meaning to the word *' God." 

" Why am I denied " he began brusquely. 

Then his eyes fell on the figures lying on the straw, 
and Bastian, watching intently, with all his nerves 
tight strung, saw an evil gleam steal into them. 

^^ So 1 ... I understand ! . . . Quite a family 
party ! But why are they here, Citizen ? — and alive ? 
You know your orders." 

** One does not kill one's own kin in cold blood," 
said the General sternly. 

** But yes ! The Republic exacts even that. 
Egalit6 voted the death of Capet ? " 

** And became a hissing and a byword for ever." 

*^That does not alter facts. I require the lives 
of these men ? " 

** And I refuse you." 
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** You refuse f ** — as though he could not credit 
his ears. " You . . . refuse ? . . . Your life is for- 
feit, Citizen. I require it also.*' 

*' My life belongs to my country." 

" It is mine by virtue of my office." 

" I divest you of your office." 

"You 1 . . . You !" he fairly choked with 

rage — ^for the cold man stirred to the depths is 
hottest of the hot. 

" Chatelrault," began the General — " Nay, this is 
my own affair " — ^and he strode to the door and called 
to the men who stood outside. ^^ Take this man. 
Place him against that wall and shoot him ! " 

They were old comrades-in-arms with their com- 
mander. They had served and suffered with him on 
the northern frontiers. He had upheld and insisted 
on settlement of their just claims in those black days 
of the defection, when so many of the others went 
astray. They had implicit confidence in him; and 
this newcomer, with his vast assumptions, had not 
commended himself to them. 

They knew nothing of the rights and wrongs of the 
case. They simply obeyed orders. 

They sprang to his bidding without questioning 
or hesitation. Garat struggled furiously, choking 
past utterance, beside himself with impotent rage. 

They bound him hand and foot with his own tri- 
coloured sash and a soldier's belt. 

" I . . . protest," he gasped. " — In the name . . . 
of the Republic." 

" Our General is first with us. We don't know 
you," said the grizzly-faced ones. 

" I am the Republic." 

" There will be plenty of it left." 

And with a quick fusillade they ended him. 

Every heart within the shed — except the still - 
unconscious Abba's — was at full beat and kicking 
vehemently in its owner's throat — so amazing, so 
swift, so complete, had been the development of the 
matter. Two short minutes covered it all, from 
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beginning to end, and the menace of many lives lay 
outside there, shorn of all further possibilities of 
evil. 

A quick breath — something like a sigh of relief — 
escaped them all. The danger was over — ^for the 
time being. 

'^ Bury him t ** was St. Croix's i^al order to his 
men. 

" It is your own life you give for us, (Jodefroi," said 
M. de St. Aubin, with his heart in his voice. 

" A good bargain, even then ! '* said St. Croix 
grimly. ^^ One life for many, and his does not count. 
But our lives here are very cheap. We pay with our 
heads for the slightest failure. And equally, too 
great a success would lead only to the guillotine." 

" It is all a vast madness. Poor France ! " 

" The child will live. Now, I go. Chatelrault will 
see to your safety. Adieu 1 " and he strode away. 
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THE OTHER MOUNT 

Captain Chatelrault was decidedly bon gargon. 

He sent one of his men to find a surgeon, who came 
grumbling, because he had a tender heart and there 
were more broken men down there than he and his 
fellows could attend to ; while, as for the poor wretches 
outside — " Mon Dieu, messieurs, it is like a field of 
com after a gale. They are strewn in heaps all over 
the place, and who is going to see to them, God only 
knows I " 

However, he did his best for them, deftly and 
qpickly — extracted a bullet from M. de St. Aubin*s 
side, made sure that the other had gone right through 
his shoulder ; strapped up Michel's head ; and found 
the Abb^ in much the worst case of the three. 

He dug the bullet out of his chest that had gone in 
through his back, and declined to express an opinion 
as to his chances, but laid it down as a most stringent 
condition of recovery, for the Marquis and the Abb^, 
that they must lie flat and be kept quiet. Then he 
gave them a cordial all round and hurried away to the 
shambles down below. 

This butcherly business over, and the patients 
in somewhat better case, the Captain got them some- 
thing to eat and drink, and squatted in the straw and 
ate with them. 

He told them of the campaign in the north, and 
how, their wearisome time in Mentz having ended in a 
capitulation, they had marched out in rags, with the 
honours of war and empty stomachs, under parole 
not to fight the outside enemies of France for a year, 
and so Imd been summarily drafted off down here to 
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fight the peasants. And that was how, havmg been 
out of things for so long, they were not yet fully 
imbued with the true Republican spirit of butchery, 
as the men of Paris were. 

*' And how have things gone here ? '* asked Bastian. 

** Your Bretons can fight — ^like wild-cats, not like 
men. And that kind of fighting, when it's in the 
open and not in the woods, cannot prevail against 
regular troops." 

*' They have taken Saumur and Angers and are 
now attacking Nantes," said M. de St. Aubin. 

" So ? . . . We had not heard. All the same, their 
fighting is the fighting of wild beasts, not of men." 

" And the English ? " asked Bastian. 

" They were late coming up " and Bastian 

remembered that the Abb6 had never sent up those 
signal rockets. ^^ The wild men had had their soup 
before the English arrived, and had had about 
enough of it. Your countrymen fought like gentle- 
men, monsieur, but we were five, six times their 
number. They are retiring now to get to their ships, 
and there shoiild be a fleet of ours coming round from 
Cherbourg to eat them up." 

" It seems odd to me that men like yourself and 
M. de St. Croix should cast in your lot with these 
madmen of Paris," said Bastian. 

" It is not so odd when you look at it from our 
point of view, monsieur. You once had a revolution 
in England, and equally, if I remember rightly, you 
cut off the head of your King. Were they all rascals 
who did that ? " 

" Certainly not 1 Somewhat of fanatics perhaps, 
anything but rascals." 

" Well, there you are ! We, outsiders from the 
Court, could perlmps see its defects better than those 
in the whirlpool. We saw the rottenness of things 
and the terrible sufferings of the people. Change 
was inevitable, and if it did not come as we would 
have liked, still it had to come some way or other, 
and we could only accept it as it was and hope for 
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better to come out of it. M. de St. Croix and I ai€ 
fellow-countrymen, from Picardy. We have been 
together now for many ^ears, and I have a great 
admiration for him. He is as good a man as there is 
in France to-day. You see how his men feel towards 
him." 

^' Yes,' he is a good man and a strong man. But 
this business will make trouble for him, I fear.'* 

" That is the last thing he would consider. He 
saw the only way out of this impasse and took it. 
For the rest *' a shrug and a flick of the hands dis- 
posed of it all entirely to the Captain's satisfaction. 

But while they were thus academically discussing 
things in the seclusion of their cow-shed, matters 
of moment affecting them were happening on the 
Pontorson road. 

The Bretons, repulsed with heavy loss in their 
attempt on the earthwork, had broken and scattered 
and given it up, and were for the most part making for 
their homes. 

The English, waiting anxiously for Duroc's rockets, 
had been pushing cautiously up the Pontaubault road. 
Duroc, in that first exciting rush on the wakeful enemy, 
had entirely forgotten to send his rockets up, and 
when he did at last think of them he found them all 
in pieces. 

At the sound of the mel^ they pushed on faster, 
still looking for the rockets which never bame. 

When at last they got within range and touch of 
the earthwork, it was surrounded by such a frenzied 
mass of Bretons that they could not get properly to 
work. It was only when the Bretons had retired 
that they were able to bring their guns into action 
and follow with valiant attempts at escalade. 

But, as Ch&telrault had said, they were outnum- 
bered five or six to one, and more than that in guns 
and position, and finally they gave it up as a bad job 
and drew off slowly, a strong rear guard with half-a- 
dozen field-pieces keeping the pursuit at a distance. 

St. Croix greatly desired those English guns as 
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palpable proof of his victory, and determined to 
secure them, or some of them» if daring could do it. 
He had a small force of cavalry, and — well, the field 
was a better place to die on than the scaffold ; bullets 
were more to his taste than the slant-edged knife of 
the guillotine. 

It was close on midday when Ch&telrault, saunter- 
ing about outside, and trying to make something of 
the distant firing along the Pontorson road, saw a 
party of bearers with a couple of surgeons come slowly 
up from the earthwork, where the men were all busy 
with their dinners, towards headquarters. 

With foreboding at his heart, he went to meet 
them, and found his fears justified. It was General 
St. Croix, riddled with grape-shot and in very evil 
case. 

He was conscious, however, and his fine face showed 
no signs of pain or regret. His eyes lighted on 
Chatelrault's grief and drew him to his side. 

They carri^ him into the cottage where he had 
been living, and the surgeons began their work. 

" Wait I " he ordered in a weak voice. " Give 
me a cordial 1 " And when he had drunk it — 
" Chatelrault, see to St. Aubin — ^at once. Take them 
all by boat to the Mount there, and say they will 
be held responsible. Old Desvignes is in charge — 
one of us. Say it is my strict order — ^possibly my 
last wish." 

** For God's sake, don't talk that way, (Jeneral I 
We can't spare you." 

" Better so, perhaps I . . . Now, gentlemen 1 " — 
to the surgeons, and Chatelrault went out. 

He came to them in the cow-shed, about an hour 
later, with a heavy face. 

" He is dying," he began, being so full of the matter 
himself that he forgot that they had heard nothing 
of it. 

** Dying — ^who ? " asked Bastian. 

** General St. Croix," and the Marquis and Michel 
sat up in amazement. 
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" St. Croix— dying I »» 

^' He followed those cursed English and came back 
full of grape. The surgeons are at him still, but their 
faces are very grave. He has given me instructions 
to carry you over to the Mount and leave you with 
old Desvignes. I have got a boat ready, and the 
sooner we go the better. I want to get back to him." 

His men carried M. de St. Aubin and the Abb£, 
and Bastian gave his arm to Michel, who was still 
dizzy with his wound, and so they came to the river 
bank abrim with the tide. 

The boat was large and clumsy, the load a heavy 
one, and the flood was still running up, and so their 
progress was slow, Bastian, glad to be doing some- 
thing serviceable, relieved the oarsmen by turns, and 
put his heart's deep thankfulness into his work. 
Things might have gone so very much worse. 

For General St. Croix, of whom he had formed the 
very highest opinion, he was deeply grieved. He 
could not doubt that, in putting Garat away, he had 
deliberately given his life for them. The man was 
without doubt an unscrupulous wretch, and a per- 

E^tual menace to every St. Aubin as long as he lived, 
ut he was also the accredited representative of 
the bloodthirsty Convention, and such high-handed 
action as St. Croix's admitted of no puliation and must 
inevitably be rewarded with promptest and fullest 
punrshment. 

But for the Marquis and Michel, he could only be 
all-thankful. They were at all events still alive, 
whatever the Mount might have in store for them, and 
the chances against their coming through thus far 
had been enormous. 

They toiled slowly on down the widening estuary, 
till they rounded the comer into the Uttle bay of 
Grand Port, and could see the point of Grouin du Sud 
across the grey level of the sea towards the north. 
And away in the west rose the wonderful vision of the 
Mount, resting not on the water, but floating fairy- 
like above it in an atmosphere entirely its own. 
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** It is very beautiful," said Bastian, glancing over 
his shoulder at it. 

"' Best at a distance," said Chatelrault gloomily. 
" But you'll be safe there. Old Desvignes, who is in 
charge, is an old Tartar, but he's safe. He was with 
us up there, and he'll stick to the General's orders." 

They drew slowly on, past an out jutting promontory 
draped with trees, and presently looked up long grass 
rides, cut through the woods, to a great stone house 
where all the avenues met. 

M. de St. Aubin and Michel both raised themselves 
and eyed it keenly. 

'' It is still there," said Michel. 

^^ Still there," said his father quietly, and to 
Bastian, "" That is my house of Roche Corin. It has 
had better luck than some of its neighbours." 

*^ It makes an excellent barracks," said Chatelrault. 
" But the General has kept an eye on it." 

A long, long pull across the smooth grey water, 
on which the floating Mount settled more and more 
firmly, till it lost its fairy-like aspect and resolved 
itself into a no less amazingly beautiful creation of 
spires and pinnacles, and shapely shafts and but- 
tresses, which seemed to Bastian to have grown 
naturally out of the rock and crept ever higher and 
higher, afting the buildings with tnem as they grew. 
But down below and all around, as far as he could 
see, was a massive battlemented wall, with the grey 
water washing up against it, and grim round bastions 
with the black mouths of cannon scowling sullenly 
through their embrasures, and behind them the homely 
red roofs of houses. 

His kinship with the other Mount commended it 
all to him warmly, but he had to acknowledge to 
himself that Mademoiselle was right ; as far as 
appearances went it carried the palm ; whether it 
would vie with his own St. Michael's in hospitality 
he had every reason to doubt. 

They were challenged by a sentry up above, and 
pulled round to the south side, where a forbidding 
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doorway in the wall permitted entrance to the boat 
to a narrow and gloomy and very dirty street. 

The guard had turned out and stood awaiting them, 
and Chatelrault sent one of them off at once to fetch 
Major Desvignes. He was lodged in the Tourelle 
du Guet close at hand, and returned with the 
messenger within a couple of minutes. 

He was a grizzled warrior of sixty or so, a stem- 
faced " vieux moustache *' of the old school, visibly 
a man who had spent his life in seeing to the prompt 
and precise execution of orders and would not permit 
any deviation from them though the heavens fell. 

Ch&telrault stepped aside with him, while soldiers 
and villagers crowded round to look at the new- 
comers, and the boatmen refreshed themselves with 
huge mugs of cider. 

Bastian's unusual uniform excited their liveliest 
curiosity, and shrewd comments as to his connection 
with the English ships over there in Cancale Roads. 
The still-unconscious Abb6 the fisher-folk regarded 
with undisguised sympathy and respect. More than 
one looked twice at the Marquis and Michel before 
they said, " Mon Dieu, mon Dieu 1 '* and whispered 
among themselves. 

Then Chatelrault turned his prisoners over to the 
Major, shook hands with them cordially, except the 
Abb£, and climbed back into the boat and bade his 
men row like the devil. 

Major Desvignes sent for stretchers for M. de St. 
Aubin and the Abbi, and then they set off up the 
narrow winding alley of a street towards that wonder- 
ful pyramid of buttresses and pinnacles which was to 
be their prison-house. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV 

MADEMOISELLE HEARS THE NEWS 

It was on the evening of the eighteenth dismal day 
since Bastian and Dick parted at Plymouth, and at 
Gundarron they were just sitting down to dinner, 
rather later than usual by reason of Mademoiselle 
having lingered on the Mount and having to be 
brought across by Dick in the boat, when there came 
a knock on the door and Aunt Rachel went to answer 
it. 

She came in presently with a message to Dr. Dan, 
asking him to go along to Will Sellick^ when he had 
done his dinner. 

" Oh— ho ! '* said Dr. Dan. " What's wrong at 
Will Sellick*s, I wonder ? You didn't hear, I suppose. 
Aunt Rachel ? " 

'* No, I didn't,*' said Mrs. Rodda, with so unusual a 
snap that Dr. Dan looked at her. 

He got up as soon as he had done and went out into 
the kitchen to find her. 

" Now, who was it came ? " he asked. 

" 'Twere Sir John himself » 

"Sir John?" and he set off for WUl Sellick's 
stables as fast as his legs could carry him, and from 
there to the inn opposite, where he found Sir John 
just finishing a scratch dinner. 

** Why on earth didn't you come in ? " panted 
Dr. Dan. 

" I've got bad news. Dr. Dan, and I didn't want to 
spoil that little girl's dinner. Bad news comes better 
after a meal than before it." 

" What is it ? " 

** The expedition has proved a failure. It's back 
s 2i7 
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in Cawsand Bay. My agent there sent me word 
yesterday, and I rode over at once and went on board 
The Hebe and saw Captain Grayle. He was an old 
friend of John Bastian's, it seems, and he told me all 

"And' they're aU dead?*' 

" There is no reason to suppose that. But they 
are either prisoners or in hiding. Now shall we tell 
her all about it, or shall we " 

" Tell her all you know. It is the suspense that is 
telling on her. She's a brave lass, but this weary 
aching for news that never comes is very wearing. 
Come along at once and tell her all you know." 

Mademoiselle had gone to her own room, but she 
came on the instant when she heard Sir John was 
there and wanting to see her, and there was a look 
of raised expectation on her face as she greeted him, 
and said, " I believe you bring me some news ? I 
think I could bear even ill-news better than this 
dreadful waiting." 

" My news is not good, my dear," said Sir John 
quietly, as he kissed the passive little hand he held. 

But it lifts, at all events, a comer of the cloud. I am 
straight from Plymouth. The expedition is back, 
and Captain Grayle of The Hebe frigate, who was in 
charge, told me all he knew. He is an old friend of 
John Bastian's " 

" It has all failed, then," she said, terribly calm, as 
though the life had frozen in her. " And they are all 
killed ? Please tell me everything. I can staordf^t, 
for I have been saying it to myself for very many 
days." 

'' No, no I There is no news of any of them beings 
even wounded. But the expedition has turned out 
badly. Your father and brother and Bastian went 
with the Breton contingent. It made an attack on 
the Republican force and was dispersed. The English 
attack was later than it should have been, I gathered, 
because the signal rockets arranged to be sent up by 
the Bretons were not sent up. The Blues were in 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



MADEMOISELLE HEARS THE NEWS 250 

much greater force than had been supposed, and the 
English had to retire on their ships. 

And nothing is known of them — my father and 
Michel and ^' 

*'*' Nothing. We must try to fmd out what has 
become of them " — ^at which Dick Basset moved in 
his seat as if anxious to be up and away on the business. 

^^ And the Prince ? " asked Mademoiselle. ^^ Has 
he got back safely ? " 

Sir John jibbed at telling her that sorry part of the 
affair. But her calm sad eyes compeUed him. 

"My dear, . . . I am sorry to have to tell you . . . 
The Prince never went out . . •" 

She sat up and stared at him stonily like a lovely 
shocked sphinx. And all the rest sat back with 
bated breath. 

" Never — ^wentr— out ? But he was pledged to it. 
It was only his going " 

" Yes. He rumed the whole business by not keep- 
inc his word ^* 

^* Well ! — I'll be — er — excuse me, my dear," burst 
out Dr. Dan, furiously red in the face. " He never 
went I Well, I will be " 

'' Rather it is he who should be," said the Vicar 
sternly. "This is terrible news. Sir John. After 
all our dear friend's labours and anxieties — ^to be 
betrayed like that 1 Terrible 1 Terrible ! '* 

And Mademoiselle sat with stony white face, while 
he told them all Grayle and General Weston had told 
hih^-^of M. de St. Aubin's dismay and disgust when 
he learned the truth,— of the decision to send back 
the people to their homes— and the later determina- 
4;ion on the part of the Chouan leaders to strike a 
blow at the Blues with the hardier of their followers — 
and of M. de St. Aubin's going with them. 

As to what had happened later they knew nothing. 
GenersJ Weston was still fuming at the forgetfulness 
or stupidity which had neglected to send up his 
anxiously-awaited signal rockets. When his force 
attacked the Republican entrenchments the Chouans 
sa 
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were already virtually beaten and were beginning to 
disperse. He had heard nothing of the Marquis, and 
haa had his hands more than full covering his own 
retreat. The Frenchman, Pontignac, who, as he 
understood, had been deputed by the Prince to take 
his place, and his right-hand man, de Serri^re, had 
both died by his side in the assault, fighting bravely. 

That was all. And a silence fell upon them when 
Sir John had ended. 

•' Poor France ! Poor France ! " sighed Made- 
moiselle at last, knitting her white fingers tightly 
together to keep her feelings from wilder outbreak. 
" Betrayed by her people, betrayed by her princes I 
What hope is left to her ? " 

But that was more than any of them could tell 
her. 

" My heart has been telling me for days past that 
they are all dead," she said quietly. " And 1 knew it 
would be so when they went away " 

^' There are more chances against it than for it, my 
decu-," said Sir John earnestly. ** They may have 
gone off with their people and be safe inland. They 
may be in hiding. They may have been taken 
prisoners " 

*' There were to be no prisoners on either side," she 
said, with a hopeless shake of the head. 

" If they got away we may hear from them any 
day, or they might turn up here from Roscoff or 
Morlaix. They landed, you see, at Cancale, and it 
would take them some considerable time to get to 
any of these places which have commimication with 

England. It is quite too soon to give up hope " 

I gave it up the day they left. But it is the doubt 
that hurts so. We shall not see any of them again, 
but we might perhaps learn how the end came. . . . 
Will you take me across to France in The Kittiwake^ 
M. Dick ? " she asked him, so suddenly that he 
jumped. 

" That I will, any day you like to say. And I'll be 
mighty glad to be doing something to help, as you 
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very well know,'* blurted Dick, immensely uplifted 
at the thought. 

^^ It would be madness," said Sir John. 

** Don't think of it, my dear," said the Vicar. 

" I wish I was thirty years younger," said Dr. Dan. 
*' And, damme, I'm not so old yet ! ... All the 
same . . ." he nodded sagely, "' just supposing you 
had set out in search of them, and they crossed you 
in the night on the sea. Then they would start back 
in search of you, and you would cross them in the 
same way. No I You must wait, my decu*, as 
patiently as you can. — Oh, I know it is the hardest 
thing in the world to do — " as she made a petulant 
gesture of dissent. '' But it is the right thmg, and 
when you have thought it over, you will see it as we 
do. Not one of us here but would give his right hand 
to serve you — ^more maybe — but we must use our 
conmion sense in the matter too." 

'^ You are all too good to me," she said quietly. 
^* And I am but a burden and a trial to you — and 
to myself, mon Dieu ! I am very grateful to you, 
dear Sir John, for all the trouble you have taken 
for me. It is like yourself. And now, please, I will 
go. I would be by myself to think upon it all," and 
she nodded ** good-night ! " to them all, and went 
away to her room — and to her knees, they doubted 
not. 

" It's terribly hard on her," said the Vicar. 

" Damn that fellow d'Artois ! " growled Dr. Dan 
hotly. *^ To let them all into such a hole as that ! 
I'd never lift a finger for him again as long as I lived 
if I were a Frenchman." 

" According to GJeneral Weston that is the con- 
clusion M. de St. Aubin came to as soon as he found 
it out." 

**' Pity he didn't take my advice beforehand, then 
he might have been safe and sound here to-night, and 
Jack Bastian and the youngster too. There's nothing 
we can do, I suppose ? " 

*^ As you have just told Mademoiselle, we can only 
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wait for a time to see if they turn up or any news of 
them.'* 

" How long, sir ? " jerked Dick. 

*' If we hear nothing in a fortnight from now^ I 
shall begin to doubt if we shall ever hear any- 
thing at all/' said Sir John» and to that the others 
assented. 
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CHAPTER XXXV 

MADEMOISELLE MAKES PLANS 

By the tell-tale barometer of Mademoiselle's face, 
she had had a stormy night and slept little, but calm 
had come with the morning througn sheer weariness 
of exhaustion. 

She was not reconciled in any degree to the harsh 
treatment of Giant Circumstance ; but common sense 
told her that her friends were right, and that the only 
thing she could do at the moment was to wait and 
see if any news of the missing men came through. 
Any move she made, as yet, in the direction of a 
search, might only lead to further complications and 
an increase of troubles. 

So she possessed her soul in most valiant patience, 
quietly averring her belief that all their friends were 
dead, but cherishing in her inmost heart the tiny 
spark of hope which dies so hard, and promising 
herself the satisfaction of making sure of the matter, 
one way or the other, as soon as it was possible to do 
so. 

To Dick's great delight she took to the sea again, 
and The KiUtrvake no longer chafed fretfully at her 
anchorage in the harbour. 

Dr. Dan nodded sagely when he saw the turn her 
humour had taken, but could advance no valid 
reason against it. Nevertheless, he experienced 
a distinct sense of relief each night that saw them 
safely home again. 

But, delightful as Dick found it to be thus onoe 
more sharing her days and spending himself in her 
service, it was, after all, a tempered enjoyment. 

263 
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The ru£9ed spirit of the dreadful days of waiting, 
which could hardly suffer the spoken word, was 
chastened, outwardly at all events, into a calm 
acceptance of the worst — ^a serenity of sadness, which 
made these latter days of a very different complexion 
from those former ones when The Kittiwake was a 
fairy boat and sailed enchanted seas. 

Still, it was much to have her there — oh, very much 
— ^there within a few feet of him, where he could see 
her face all the time, or feel its gracious presence, 
by some new rare sense, even when he was not 
looking at her. It was very much better than bump- 
ing along, half a mile astern, on Dr. Dan's second 
cob, and feeling very much out of it, while she raced 
the wind on the Vicar's bay. 

He accommodated the lift in his spirits to her 
depression, however, with the utmost delicacy. He 
obtruded himself as little as possible, but was ever 
ready to meet her humour whatever line it took, 
and she was very grateful to him. 

Did she wish to discuss matters with him — ^he was 
always full of most cheerful hope and belief, especially 
in John Bastian's capacity for pulling through tight 
places, and if they had not been all together he would 
have been back before this. 

That they were all together, she did not doubt. 
Her fear was that it was m one grave. 

Did she want to lie in silence, communing entirely 
with herself — ^he could sit by the hour without a word, 
except to the men to shift the sails. 

So the days dragged on again, and the cloud to 
the south-east hung as heavy and black &s ever. 
But, strangely enough, Mademoiselle's spirits, instead 
of descending with the days now, seemed in some 
strange and inexplicable fashion to quicken towards 
new hfe. 

And Dr. Dan watched her warily. 

The fourteen prescribed days of waiting were 
nearly spun. As they landed at the granite steps, 
a little earlier than usual one day, she said to Dick» 
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** I am going over there " — ^with a nod towards the 
south side of the Mount. " Will you please come ? " 
And they went along together. 

She went on through the tumbled rocks to one of 
her favourite nooks looking over towards France, 
And dropped into it, and he lay flat on a mat of turf 
and looked at her expectantly. Something was 
coming, and he had a shrewd idea what it was. 

" You know what I want, my friend,'* she began. 

" I know," nodded Dick. " When ? " 

" You will take me across ? You will help me to 
find them, or what has become of them ? You will 
do all this for me ? " 

"' I would do anything you could ask me. If my 
life " 

" Ah, if I thought that," with a quick gestiire, 
" I would not have you come. We have cost you 
all too much already." 

" Not a bit. You know we have been glad 
to help. What are your plans ? Let's talk it 
over." 

*^ Dr. Dan is suspicious of me, and we must be very 
cautious. But we cannot take him, Dick " 

" Of course not. Besides, he couldn't leave his 
patients. It wouldn't be right to take him." 

" Nor the Vicar " 

" Good Lord, no ! Think of the Reverend prowl- 
ing about the Breton woods I " 

^* Nor Sir John " 

** Nor Sir John. He's a clever little man, but I 
don't see that he could help us over there. We'll 
do much better alone." 

" Yes, I am sure. And, you see, it will be quite 
easy. I took to the sailing again on purpose, for I 
saw how we must do it." 

" That was clever of you," the sparkles he had 
been keeping out of his eyes with difficulty, glinting 
out now. 

'^ You will take a bigger basket of provisions than 
usual, and you will get John Broad and Bob Ivy for 
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that day, and we will go to the lizard and then go 
right across." 

"Yes I When?" 

" To-morrow. And I will leave a little letter with 
Aunt Becky Rodda, and she will send it over to 
Gundarron in the evening so that they will know 
where we have gone." 

" It*s all as easy as winking. And when we get 
there ? And, by the way, where do we make for ? " 

" They landed at Cancale. That is just near our 
own country. We will get across first to Morlaix 
and inquire about there. Then, if no news there, 
we will go along in the boat to Cancale and try about 
there. Some one surely " — ^knitting her fingers tightly 
together as was her way in extremity — will know 
something about them." 

** Of course they will. But if nobody goes to ask 
them, how can they tell any one." 

*^ Exactly 1 That is just it. I am so glad you 
think it as I do." 

*' Why, of course 1 It's simply common sense." 

** If I can get to my own People they will do every- 
thing they can to help us. There is the good Corbin, 
and Blaise Torson, who brought us here, and many 
more, if only we can get there." 

"We'll get there all right. Til promise you 
that," 

" What about John Broad and Bob Ivy ? Will 
they mind coming with us ? " 

Mind ? They'll jump out of their skins at 
thought of being of some use to you. If they wouldn't 
I'd break every bone in their bodies. But I know 
them, and they're all right." 

" They shall be well paid, of course." 

" That will come afterwards. They'll do it for — 
for love of you, and be only too glad of the 
chance." 

" And you will see to the boat and everything ? 
Will the weather be good to-morrow ? " 

" It'll be good for a week as far as signs go." 
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" Then now I will go home, and to-morrow I will 
come across to go to the Lizard, and you will be all 
ready." 

And that was how Mademoiselle settled that part 
of the business. 
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CHAPTER XXXVI 

AND CARRIES THEM OUT 

There was no hitch of any kind in their arrange- 
ments. 

John Broad and Bob Ivy had needed no bone- 
breaking inducements towards joining for the cruise. 
Both were always only too glad to be afloat with 
Mademoiselle at any time. 

" Sim' me," said Bob to John, with a knowing 
twist of his aged-infantile face, "' I wouldn' be much 
s*prised if we didn' get back home to-night, John." 

" How, my son ! D'ye reely think that now ? " 

*' Iss, I do. An* why ? Because Missy there's 
got a brighter face on her than I've seen for many a 
day, and luk' at her clo'es — ^all for work an' not a 
fal-lal about her. An' there's a pile of coats in fo'c'sle 
that's not ushally there, an' it all means sunthen, an' 
that's that she's agwi^in' to get a bit of her own way, 
an' our young Dick's agwain' to help her." 

" Aw — ^well, I'm with her. God bless her I " said 
John. 

" So'm I— right through," said Bob. 

And truly she had found it no easy matter to tune 
her face down to its late sombre calm at breakfast 
that morning, and now, as she came along the quay, 
the new life in it was visible to any seeing eye, and 
maybe it was just as well Dr. Dan was not there. 

They ran straight for Lizard, and it was only when 
they were well on their way that Dick explained to 
his crew what was expected and hoped of them. 

He was somewhat surprised at the matter-of-fact 
way in which they took it. 

Ay, ay, sir ! " said John Broad quite jovially. 

26S 
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'' Suspicioned it, when we see them cloaks and 
Ma'm'selle's bright face," said Bob Ivy, by way of 
explanation. ^^ We'll see en through, Master IJ^ick." 

" An' proud to help," said John Broad. 

*^ You are dear good men ! " said Mculemoiselle, 
and Bob was understood to intimate that if she 
desired his heart's best blood it was hers for the 
asking. 

So, all day long, they ran on a taut bowline, with 
a steady breeze from the south-west, and hardly 
touched a sheet, and never set eyes on a sail after 
they dropped the English coast. The Lizard hung 
long in their sight, but it, too, faded to a filmy cloud 
at last, and in the whole vast circles of sea and sky 
was naught but themselves, shearing through the 
crisp blue waves with sails Uke boards, and the 
placid sun up above looking down upon them with 
an air of beneficent wonder. 

They ate and drank, and talked a little at times, 
but not much. Mademoiselle was in better spirits 
than they had seen her for many a day, but she 
was also very full of her own thoughts, and there 
was not much they could talk about beyond wonder- 
ing what Dr. Dan and the Vicar would say when they 
got that letter. 

" Dr. Dan will use some bad words," said Made- 
moiselle, with a knowing nod. ^^ And the Vicar will 
say, * Dan 1 Dan I ' — ^which will soimd almost the 
same. And then they will talk it over and they will 
see that it was the only thing to be done." 

" They will be very anxious about you. You see 
we all promised your father to take care of you." 

*^ And are you not ? It is siu^ly better to be taking 
care of a sensible person on the sea than a crazy one 
on shore. I could not have ffone on waiting, waiting, 
waiting like that. Impossible ! " 

And Dick was quite content to sit and know that 
she was there, to glance at her face occasionally, 
and all the time to feel that at last he was being of 
some use to her. 
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They had not raised the French coast by sunset, 
so he decided to run on for an hour after it was dark, 
and then to lay-to for the night. So they ate their 
supper in the fading light, and then Mademoiselle 
consented to creep into the shelter forward and make 
herself comfortable with the cloaks Dick had pro- 
vided, and he and the men took watch about during 
the night. 

But in the soft grey of the dawn they were speeding 
on again, and presently the distant coast rose like a 
faint blue blur on the horizon, and when Made- 
moiselle crept out into the morning sunshine they were 
running, at Bob Ivy's suggestion, for Plougasnou, 
the little fishing-place where he had been before 
with M. de St. Aubin and John Bastian, instead of 
going straight up the estuary to Morlaix itself. 

'^Oh, but it is good to feel one's own country 
again," said Mademoiselle, as she set foot ashore, 
'' and to smell it " — ^and she sniffed the thin wood 
smoke from one of the cottages appreciativelv — "' even 
though it is torn all to pieces and all upside down." 

But the fisher-folk could give them Little beyond 
coffee, which Bfademoiselle averred was the best she 
had ever tasted in her life, and fresh-caught fish and 
a lobster just out of the pan. 

Of news they had still less. They had heard that 
the Chouan rising had come to nothing, but had no 
particulars. The Blues had been sweeping over the 
whole country, killing and burning, but had not 
troubled them at Plougasnou. They were in force 
at Morlaix, and Guingamp, and Dinan, and it would 
be well to avoid those places. They remembered 
M. de St. Aubin coming, but neither he nor any other 
had come back that way. 

'' We will go right on to Cancale," said Mademoisdle 
boldly. ** We can only find them by going where 
they went." 

So they laid in a supply of such food as the place 
could afford, and very definite directions as to the 
way they were going, and embarked again, and ran 
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first for the Seven Islands, north of Perros-Guirec, 
and then along the wild, black coast past St. Gildas 
to the Point, and thence across the wide mouth of 
St. Brieuc Bay, till Cap Fr^hd rose slowly on their 
starboard bow ; and, giving St. Malo and its bristling 
rocks a wide berth, they ^pped into Cancale Roads 
just as night fell. 

The very first thing Dick saw, when the sun rose 
on his morning watch, was the shapely cone of the 
Mount evolving slowly out of the shadowy plain of 
the sea. While he was still gazing at it Mademoiselle 
crept out and stood beside hmi. 

Isn't it lovely ? '' she asked, with parted lips 
and flushed eager face. 

** It is very like ours at home." 

" But oh, so much more beautiful 1 You will 
say so when you see it closer. Oh, it is beautiful, 
beautiful 1 And I am glad to see it once more. 
I wonder if the Blues have it still ? I am afraid so, 
but we shall soon know." , 

There was no lack of news at Cancale, but grievous 
want of most other things. News, indeed, was almost 
all that was to be got there. For the victorious 
Blues had visited the i)lace after the English had 
retired, and had left their black marks belmid them 
in death and destruction. 

The fisher-folk were voluble in the recital of their 
woes. They could talk by the hour of all they had 
seen and suffered, and of little else. All their news 
was local, and as to the Chouan leaders they knew 
nothing. 

*' We must get on," said Mademoiselle. "" At 
Pontorson they will know. If I can find our good 
Corbin he will know everything." 

" Where shall we look for him ? " asked Dick. 

" In my own country, necu- Roche Corin." 

So they settled with John Broad and Bob Ivy that 
they should wait for them at Cancale for one week, 
and if by that time they had not returned, they were 
to make the best of their way home. 
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" And, in case we do not come back just yet, you 
will please to take these, my friends, with my most 
grateful thanks," said Mademoiselle, and gave them 
each a little roll containing twenty guineas, which 
she had prepared for the purpose. 

" You*re sure you can find your way home, John ? "^ 
asked Dick, when they had duly expressed themselves 
on the subject. 

" Iss 1 " with a chuckle of amusement. " Was at 
Guernsey 'fore you was bom, Master Dick." 

" An' goin* there again, if so be as you don't come 
back," said Bob Ivy, with a wink that hinted at 
many things, including, without doubt, the infringe- 
ment of His Majesty's Customs' regulations. 

" Well, don't get mto trouble, boys." 

" We wU not, sir." 

And Mademoiselle and Dick set out on their travels. 
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FELLOWSHIP OF THE WOODS 

A WEEK later, two young peasants, a man and a 

S'rl, were threading their way through the wood of 
lintrey, which lies between CroUon and St. Senier. 

They stepped lightly and cautiously, lest any sound 
should disturb the dim silence through which they 
passed. 

The wood was one vast tangle down below, and 
dark and damp at all times by reason of the matted 
foliage of the great oaks and chestnuts up above. 
Narrow little runs, as of wild animals, traversed the 
thicket, winding this way and that, crossing and 
recrossing, leading at times to apparently nowhere, 
and making a straight course difficult. 

And their progress was like that of wild animals, 
hunting and nunted; but, unlike their lower fellows, 
they did both at once. They were seeking, and they 
feared to be found. 

Now and again they would stop, and, after standing 
for a minute or two to test the utter silence about 
them, one or other would sound the melancholy cry 
of the screech-owl, which, broad day as it was outside, 
seemed in no way out of keeping with the twilight 
gloom of the wood. Then they would stand listemng 
anxiously and then go on again. 

The man was dressed Uke other peasants, in a flat 
black beaver hat, much the worse for wear, short 
round jacket, and wide coarse Unen breeches, with 
leather gaiters below them, but he wore boots in place 
of wooden sabots. At his back he carried a linen 
bag which contained food. 

The girl wore boots also, a short blue skirt of 
T 273 
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coarse woollen cloth, a tattered woollen cloak, and, 
twisted about her head, a blue cotton kerchief. 

Here and there a ray from the sun outside stabbed 
down into the under darkness like a long white spear. 

" Are we going right, Jean, or only round and 
round ? " whispered the girl. 

*^ We are all right. The sun is always on this side," 
and they pushed on again along the runs that seemed 
to lead to nowhere, but which always offered them 
passage in the end. 

For seven days, since they parted from John Broad 
and Bob Ivy, at Cancale, they had been working 
their devious way through the country which had 
been overrun and desolated by the Blues. 

They had kept the shore-road along the great 
bay, with the Mount always in their sight and much 
in their talk, crossed the Dol marshes between Mont 
Dol and the sea, and come down by St. Broladre to 
the wood of S^ve-Davy, where Mademoiselle had 
effected the exchanffe of garments with a young 
charcoal-burner and his wife, which had transformed 
them outwardly into peasants. 

These two had urged them strongly against pro- 
ceeding further — all the country round Dol and 
Pontorson and beyond the Couesnon was laid waste — 
every man the Blues found there was shot like a dog, 
and the women and children like rabbits — ^the fanns 
were burned — ^there was nothing to eat. 

'^All the same, we must go on. Do you know 
Gaspard Corbin ? ** 

"Him they call Fly-by-Night ? " 

"That is he— Fly-by-Night. Where can I find 
him?" 

" Most likely he is dead. But if not you will get 
news of him from old Pierre Bizet, whom men «J1 
the Bat." 

" Where ? " 

" You must go from here by the lakes, and cross 
the Pontorson road by le Val. And be very careful 
there. The Blues are always on that road. Then 
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cross the Couesnon above Boucey» and get into the 
wood by les Landes, and from there into the wood 
of Mouraine, and then into the wood called Ro^Uec, 
and from there into the forest of Saintrey; and there, 
unless he is dead, you will find the Bat, and he will 
give you news of Fly-by-Night, if he chooses to do 
so. Have you the call ? " 

" No." 

" Without it you will never find the Bat, He 
lies hidden as we do most of the time, and as do all 
the rest who are not killed." 

" We found you." 

" If you had been Blues you would not. We saw 
you long before you found us, and we had heard of 
you already, and we know what you seek." 

" Do you know anything of them ? " asked Made- 
moiselle eagerly. 

** No, because no one has come from that country 
since the fighting. There has been no one to come. 

** You will teach me the call, then ? " 

" Yes, I will teach you, since you are one of us," 
and he uttered the cry of the screech-owl — ^the chat- 
huant, from which the Chouans got their name — 
and showed her how to produce it, and practised her 
in it till she could do it almost as well as himself. 
And Dick practised too, till the wood of S&ve-Davy 
sounded full of terrified screech-owls, and he got it 
at last, but not so clean a note as Mademoiselle's. 

It was when they had become peasants, and were 
on their way to the lakes, that, aiter a long^spell of 
thinking, she said — 

^* You must not call me Mademoiselle now. We 
have left her behind there. While we are peasants 
amons the peasants you will call me Michelle. We 
are all Micnelles or Michels round here, you see. 
And I shall call you Jean, for that also is a common 
name among our people, and ^ Dick * is not known 
to them." 

He made no objection. He would have made no 
objection whatever she had declared her intention 
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of calling him. He had an odd feeling that he would 
have preferred some other name if the choice had been 
left to him, but he could hardly have told himself 
why, and he found his compensation in the more 
familiar " Michelle " which seemed to bring her much 
closer to him than *^ Mademoiselle " ever could do. 

So they came down by the little lakes — Pagerault 
and Pissot and Sains — ^to le Val-aux-Bretons, and 
there crossed the Pontorson road by night, with sharp 
eyes and ears for Blue patrols; and next day they 
forded the Couesnon near le Gu^peroux, and trudged 
on to the wood by les Landes, travelling always in 
the morning and evening twilights, and lying hidden 
during the day. From there they came to the wood 
by Mouraine, and from there to the wood of Rotilec^ 
and so at last to the forest of Saintrey. 

And in ^1 that distance they never met a soul in 
the open. As the charcoal-burner of Sdve-Davy 
had told them, the fields were empty, the farm-houses 
heaps of blackened ruins, the whole country desolate^ 
and, but for the woods, stripped bare to the bone. 

But whenever they got into the depths of a wood» 
and sounded the screech-owl's call, men appeared 
from nowhere; tattered men, with faces like leather 
and eyes like hawks', and they would talk with 
Michelle, at first guardedly ana suspiciously, but 
waxing voluble and excited by degrees, in their un- 
known tongue, which yet had a not-unfamiliar sound 
to Jean-Dick. And always they could provide them 
with food — ^again from nowhere — coarse, but sufficient, 
and always to their taste, for they had appetites 
such as they had never known in all their lives before. 

And when the talking and eating were over, they 
would he down and rest, with keen-eyed sentinels 
on the watch up among the bunches of mistletoe 
in the oak trees ; but their rest was never disturbed, 
for the Blues, after eating up this country, had mostly 
passed on to harry elsewhere. 

Nevertheless every precaution was necessary, for 
patrols rode along the roads at times, and reinforce* 
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ments for the front. If any man was seen, his life 
was required of him» and the requisition was always 
in the form of a bullet. 

Then, when the sun had gone down, and the mists 
and shadows crept out over the land, the keen-^yed 
ones would waken them, and lead them by undis- 
tinguishable paths to the edge of the wood and show 
them their way to the next. 

" Where on earth do they hide themselves ? " 
asked Dick, after their first experience of this kind. 

" Nowhere on earth," said Michelle, ** underneath 
it. There are hundreds of them, thousands in all 
the country, I suppose. It is like a great garenne 
where the rabbits live. It has always oeen so, they 
say, right back to the days of the cromlechs, and 
always men have hidden below-ground when trouble 
came upon them." 

" I'd like to get below and see them." 

But she shook her head at that. *^ It would not 
do to ask it. They are very suspicious even of me 
at first, and these are their secrets on which their 
lives depend." 

Rough as the life was, it was full of charm, for one 
at all events, and rich in health for both of them. 
It was mid-summer, and a dry one. The year before 
would have made such a journey a prolonged miseiy, 
but this was a dry year, and they suffered not at ^, 
in spite of the fact that they had known no roof over 
their heads since they left England, ten days before, 
though, indeed, it seemed to them like full ten weeks. 

For Dick, tUs close comradeship with his goddess 
was all pure, unadulterated delight. Her perfect 
trust in him — ^her dependence on him in case of need, 
which might arise at any moment — ^her visible joy 
at being once more among her own people — ^and the 
new hope that was in her concerning her father 
and Michel, all tended to a freedom and exaltation 
of the spirit which made her the most charming of 
companions. 

And yet there was that about her that kept him 
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at arm's length, so to speak. She was altogether 
delightful, but the very abandon with which she 
entrusted herself to his care testified to h^r confidence 
in him, and made him the more cautious not to dis- 
turb their present relations by so much as a look. 

He would have asked no better than to go rambling 
on like this, hand in hand as it were, for the rest of 
time. 

But, just now and again, when she called him Jean, 
he wished she had hit on some other name, and 
wondered fragmentarily how it would have been if 
Uncle Jack luul been there instead of himself, and 
whether she would have called him Jean and in- 
sisted on his calling her Michelle, when he had, no 
doubt, always thought of her as Ren6e. 

Her very moods and humours added but a touch 
of piquancy to their journeying. 

For the most part her spirits were at their highest. 
She seemed to have shed her gloomiest fears con- 
cerning her missing ones with the garments and 
tranunels of convention. Her father and Michel — 
she never went further — were somewhere here she 
was convinced, and she was going to find them, and 
all the inconveniences and difficulties of the way 
were as nothing — ^the most trifling of obstacles, to 
be surmounted with a laugh and a jump, and a hand 
from ban camarade Jean. 

But, now and again, some of the sights they saw 
in that distressful country-side brought her to earth 
with streaming eyes and tightened Ups, and she would 
lose heart ana walk by the hour without a word. 
For, if such things could be done, what might not 
have happened to those they sought. 

Evidences of the ruthlessness with which the orders 
of the Convention had been executed met them on 
every side — ^the country was stripped bare, bwe to the 
bone. But there is marrow insiae even a bare bone, 
and it is only to be got at by cracking the bone, and 
that the executioners had not so far succeeded in 
doing. 
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So. they wandered that day in the black wood of 
Saintrey, and it seemed as if it had no end and no 
occupants, .and they began to grow doubtful. 

^*' Perhaps he is dead," said Michelle forlornly. 
^^ Tnilv it looks more a place for the dead than the 
living. 

^^ There's sure to be some one in such a place as 
this. We must keep on trying. Here's as black a 
bit as we've found yet ; " and he stopped under an 
ancient oak-tree, whose mighty arms still spread far 
and wide up above and made a great darkness below, 
though its trunk yawned Uke a cavern, with a mouth 
as wide as a doorway. 

He stood and listened, and then sounded the cry 
once more, softly at first, and then, as the silence 
hung heavy and thick about them, more loudly. 

"It's no good," said Michelle. " I'm afraid our 
poor Monsieur Bat is dead. And how to find Corbin 
now I do not know. We must push on and try 
elsewhere." 

And suddenly and silently, out of the darkness 
above, a strange figure dropped down without rustling 
a leaf, and stood beside them in the darkness below. 

" Who seeks the Bat ? " asked the figure in a hoarse 
whisper, and Michelle gripped her companion's arm 
fearfully. 

And not without reason, for the uncouth object 
beside them looked more akin to beast than human. 

It was clad all in hairy skins, and its own long, 
tangled locks fell down over its shoulders and seem^ 
all of a piece with the rest of it — as though its only 
covering was its own matted hair. It was very short, 
and, as it stood, its hands reached nearly to its knees. 
It looked very powerful, very brutish, more, indeed, 
like some monstrosity of the monkey tribe than a 
man. Its feet were bare, but not distinguishably 
so, being all the same colour as the rest. A pair of 
keen, bright eyes glistened through the tangled mane 
of hair. 

" Who seeks the Bat ? " he croaked once more. 
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and since beasts cannot talk, Michelle mustered 
courage to speak to him. 

*' ^e you Pierre Bizet ? " she asked in the patois. 

'' And what then ? ** 

" We seek Gaspard Corbin. It is for you to tell 
us where he may be found." 

" And who are you that seek Fly-by-Night, and 
why ? " 

I am the daughter of St. Aubin d'Aubignd " 

" Ah — ^then I " and the wild man of the woods 
fell on his knees and bent his shaggy head. 

^^ Please get up, Monsieur Bizet. I am come to 
seek m^ father and brother. We have no news of 
them smce the great fight at Pontaubault. If you 
know anything, tell me I If not, tell me where to 
find Corbin, for he will know." 

" Yes, Corbin may know. For me, I know nothing, 
except that those Blues are devils, and the more one 
kills of them the better. And I myself have killed 
fourteen. Yes, I assure you, Ma'm'selle, with my 
own hand — ^fourteen. See then I " — ^and he pulled 
out from the breast of his skins a brass crucifix, and 
rasped a hideous thumb-nail along a row of grooves 
scored on the fiat back of it. ^* Twelve up there and 
these two at the bottom were officers — ^a mark for 
every man." 

" But that is terrible," sasped Michelle. 

" Nay, but it is right, '^ said the murderous little 
Bat with vehemence. "There are three for my 
house, which they burned ; and three each for my two 
cows, which they ate ; and three for my wife, whom 
they killed ; and one for each of the little ones, and 
soon, please God, there will be more. Mon Dieu, 
yes 1 Such things do not go unpunished so long 
as one has a gun. I should think not, indeed ! " 

** They killed your wife and children ? " asked 
Michelle pitifuUy. 

" But yes, Ma m'selle — and my two cows, the pretti- 
est little beasts in the whole country ; and burned my 
house too. I had farm, cows, wife, children. Now 
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I have nothing except my gun and the back of my 
Christ/' and he rasped his thumb down the back of 
the crucifix again. 

" The front would serve you better," sl^e said sadly. 

" Ay — ^before 1 But not now. It is only the back 
I care for now. And I'll fill it up before I die, unless 
thev get me first." 

You have my heart's pity. Monsieur Bizet. And 
are you all idone in this dreadful place ? " 

" Alone, Ma'm'selle ? There are over one hundred 
of us here, and the wives and children of those who 
were fortunate. And we steal out of a night through 
the fields and by the hedges " 

" And you all live below ground ? " she asked 
hastily. 

" Ail below ground till the Blues go." 

" It is dreadful to think of. Now tell us where we 
shall find Corbin, and we will go in search of him." 

^' If he is alive yoxx will find him in the forests of 
Dardaine, in the big forest which lies across the river. 
You wiU find a beech there, a very old beech that 
looks like a dancing devil. It is near the great pond 
out of which the stream runs. Give the owl-crv there 
and he will come to you — that is if he is still alive, 
for it is ten days since I have seen him." 

" And which way lies Dardaine ? " 

" From here go straight on," and he pointed to 
the east — " till you come to the river. Go with it, 
and you will come to Dardaine." 

" I thank you, Monsieur Bizet. I pray God 
happier times may come to us all. Adieu I " 

'" Adieu, Ma'm'selle 1 But rather, wish me many 
more scores on the back of my Christ ! I ask no more 
than that," he croaked, and they left him standing 
there, but when they looked again he was gone. 

^' Let us ffet out of this dreadful place. It makes 
me shudder, said Michelle, and they neither stopped 
nor looked behind them till they got to the edge of 
the wood. 

Then, with a shiver of distress, she glanced back» 
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sayinff, '' It is full of murder and sudden death. It is 
terrible to think of — Frenchmen against Frenchmen, 
Brittany against France I . . . Oh ! " 

" Yes, it is this kind of thing that has driven them 
to it/* said Dick, " and no wonder I " 

For they had but stepped out of the horror of the 
wood into the tragedy of the field. 

They stood among the blackened ruins of what, 
a week before, had been a prosperous farmstead. 
Some of the walls of the house still stood, gaunt and 
stark; and within, the charred beams of the roof 
bristled up just as they had fallen. Amid the chaos 
inside they could see the legs of chairs, and half- 
burned bedsteads, and broken armoires, and the 
remnants of plates and dishes. On the top of the 
pile, as though flung there by some heartless jester, 
was a shattered cradle with the bedclothes still in it, 
and in the cradle sat a great black cat, which glared 
at them with gloomy yellow eyes, but did not move. 
The bams and stables were all in like condition — 
burnt-out ruins. The wooden cover of the well had 
been smashed and hurled into it and now stuck 
bristling out of the opening. The acrid smell of 
smoke and death hung over everything. Fear of 
lighting suddenly on some still more dreadful thing 
was upon them, and they turned in silence and went 
on their way, the baleful, yellow eyes of the black cat 
following their every movement. 

" It is terrible — ^terrible ! " murmured Michelle, 
long after they had left it all behind. ^^ One cannot 
wonder that they pay back such scores as that." 

They kept a sharp look-out for any moving thing 
about the country-side, for any such must be an 
enemy. But they saw nothing, and reached the river- 
bank in safety, and lay down there to eat and rest 
till the twilight should come. 

The horror of that last desolation weighed upon 
Michelle. 

" I cannot get rid of it," she said distressedly. 
** I shall never forget it. I think it was the cradle — 
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and that awful cat. It looked as if it had watched 
it all, and was brooding over it» and might open its 
mouth and tell all it had seen/' 

^' It was an ugly beast, and it looked as if it had 
seen ugly things. I think we could go on now. If 
it gets too dark we won't be able to find our way in 
the wood," and they set off again along the bank 
of the Beuvron. 

They passed its junction with another stream, 
and found the wood of Dardaine opposite them on 
the other side. 

Dick carried her across in his arms, and wished 
the transit had been longer; and they pushed on 
into the darkness of the forest in search of the beech 
that was like a dancing devil. 

They came on a stream brawling away to join the 
river, and following it up to the pond, found there 
the great beech, which there was no possibility of 
mistaking. It was truly a weird and fantastic 
monster. Its huge twisted roots sprawled out, above 
ground as well as below, like the legs of a gigantic 
spider, while its great contorted arms and limbs 
flung themselves out above in nightmare contortions. 

It looked of sounder constitution than old Mr. 
Bat's hollowed oak — ^but looked only. For when 
Dick had thrice sounded the cry of the screech-owl, 
and they were gazing anxiously round for an answer, 
their eyes, so accustomed to the stillness, were caught 
by a slight movement in the big beech-tree, where 
the branches splayed out from the mighty trunk, 
and they had the feeling of being watched. 

Dick sounded the cry softly once more, and the 
dark figure of a man came from the other side of the 
tree and made its way towards them under and over 
the spidery roots. 

** Corbin ? " said Michelle softly, and bent forward 
eagerly. 

"MonDieu! Who then ? What? Our own 

Mademoiselle ? Is it possible ? " and, like the Bat, 
he dropped to his knees and kissed her hand. 
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" Yes, it is I, my good Corbin. Oh, get up, and 
tell me quickly if you know anything of them — ^my 
father and Michel. We have had no news since they 
left, and I could not live end not know. Tell me all ! 
Are they dead ? ** 

" Not at all. Mademoiselle " 

'' Oh, thank God for that ! Thank God for that I 
. . . Now tell me quickly ? Where are they — 
prisoners ? — ^wounded f Have you got them here 
with you ? *' — with a great hope in her voice. 

*'*' No such luck. Mademoiselle. They are shut up 
there in the Mount ** 

" In the Mount ? ** 

" It is better than being dead — as they would have 
been but for M. de St. Croix " 

" Godefroi ? " 

*^ M. Godefroi de St. Croix. He was in command 
of the Blues " 

*^ Godefroi in command of the Blues I Mon Dieu ! 
Mon Dieu ! " 

" They fell into his hands during the great fight, 
and there was one there would have had them shot — 
that beast of a Garat " 

" Joseph Garat ? What next ? '• 

•* He was sent, they say, by the murderers in Paris 
with orders to spare none. But M. Godefroi would 
not have it, and he had the rascal shot ** 

*^ He had Garat shot ? Oh, the dear, good Gode- 
froi ! Truly he has deserved well of us." 

" Ma foi, yes I For it meant certain death to M. 
Godefroi. Garat, you see, was a delegate from the 
murderers, and had power over even M. Godefroi 
himself. But M. Gkxiefroi's men were his old com- 
bes against the foreigners, and they did not know 
bc^rat, so they did what they were told." 
tili\And he is really dead, this Garat ? " 

Thlh, he is dead without doubt." 
Michei^d Godefroi ? " 

" I cPrtunately, he is dead too, Mademoiselle " 

" I shall^froi— dead ? " 
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^* He was badly wounded in the fight, and died 
two days later. But if he had not, they say the 
murderers would have eut off his head for shooting 
Garat. So, maybe it was just as well." 

" I grieve for Godefroi. He was a good man.*' 

^* He gave his own life for them, without doubt. 
And before he died he sent them all across to the 
Mount, where they would be safe." 

" All— who, then ? " 

** Monseigneur, and M. Michel, and an Englishman 
who was with them, and our good Abbe Duroc. 
Monseigneur and M. Michel and the Abb6 were 
wounded " 

** Wounded ? '* — ^with an upward clasp of fearful 
hands. 

^' But they are going on all right. Mademoiselle. 
You see, my wife's sister, Michelle Drouin, lives on 
the Mount, and one gets bits of news through her." 

** Mon Dieu ! Mon Dieu I Wounded and prison- 
ers ! Well ... it is better than beins dead " 

*^ Yes, it is much better than being dead, and they 
are better there, maybe, than they would be outside 
here. Since the fight we have suffered much. 
Mademoiselle." 

" We have seen it, my good Corbin. The country 
is desolated." 

"Bare to the bone — ^those are the murderers* 
orders we hear." 

" And you live — ^where ? In this big tree ? " 

" Below it — ^Mademoiselle. We are inside the bone 
— ^the marrow ! " 

" You will give us shelter, till we see what is to be 
done ? " 

" Surely, Mademoiselle I Who is monsieur ?— one 
of us ? " 

" Our very good friend from the other Mount, 
where we have been living. And the great friend of 
the other Englishman who is with them on the Mount. 
Talce us down, Corbin, for I am very tired with it all." 

" Any friend of Mademoiselle's is the friend of 
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her people. This way. Mademoiselle," and he led 
them through the sprawling roots to the other side 
of the tree. ^^ I will go first/' and he climbed the 
great bole by outstanding spurs, and reached down 
a hand to help her up. 

The trunk was partly hollow, just enough for 
passage, and Corbin descended slowly inside, placing 
Michelle's feet for her as he went. 

When at last they got to the bottom, Corbin lit 
a rushlight, and they found themselves standing in 
a roughly-circular chamber, off which opened a number 
of dark narrow passages. There was a close, earthy 
smell, mixed with thin wood smoke, and the rouffh 
walls bristled with the white root-tendrils of the 
great beech up above. The openings of the passages 
looked to Dick horribly like graves set up on end and 
waiting to be filled. Just below the shaft through 
which they had descended, lay a great rougUy 
rounded lump of wood covered with moss and growing 
ferns. It looked like a decorative stump out of a 
rockery and oddly out of place there, and Dick won- 
dered what on earth it could be for. 

Corbin led the way down one of the narrow passages, 
the smell of smoke grew stronger, and they came 
presently to a larger chamber, in which burned a 
small filre and several tiny rushlights. As they 
came in, three men and a woman sprang to their 
feet and stood staring at them. 

"It is all right," said Corbin. "Here is our 
0¥m Mademoiselle come back to us I " and they all 
came round her with uncouth, but visibly sincere, 
greetings. 

" And this ? " — evidently asked one, and they all 
stared at Dick. 

"Mademoiselle's friend who has come with her 
from England to look for her father and brother," 
and, trusting Corbin and Mademoiselle, they were 
satisfied. 

The atmosphere here was drier, and the earthy 
smell hardly apparent. The chamber was about 
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sixteen feet long, Dick judged, by about twelve wide, 
and the roof was two feet clear of his head as he 
stood. Both walls and roof were hard and dry; 
there were still more black openings here and there; 
on the fire was a big black pot from which came a 
most savoury smell, and in a comer stood four guns. 

" Who was it told you to seek me here. Made- 
moiselle ? " asked Corbin, as they sat by the fire, 
and Dick, now that there was light to see by, looked 
at him with much interest. 

He was a solid, well-built man of, probably, forty, 
with a strong, sensible face, and clear, trusty eyes. 
His hair hung down on his shoulders like the others, 
but he was somewhat better dressed, in a round 
cloth jacket and embroidered waistcoat, wide baggy 
breeches to the knee, and leather gaiters which left 
part of the leg bare. He had climbed to meet them 
barefoot, but put on his sabots at the bottom of the 
shaft. 

The woman got out rough plates and spoons, and 
began to serve out the contents of the black pot, to 
the strangers first — good thick soup, with lumps of 
meat in it and nimierous ve^tables, and chimks of 
dark-coloured bread to eat with it. 

^^ It was old Pierre Bizet, whom they call the Bat, 
who is living under Saintrey wood," said Mademoiselle. 

'^ Ah, yes, the little black Bat. He is a terrible 
fellow. And so they have not got him yet ? " 

*' Yes, he is a terrible fellow. He has killed fourteen 
of the Blues with his own hand, he says, and he has 
them all marked down on the back of his Crucifix.'' 

'^ Fourteen 1 That is good 1 " said one of the 
others. 

^' He has suffered much," said Corbin quietly. 
'" And now he lives only to kill Blues." 

'^ There is not much else left to live for," said 
another. 

** All the same, it is not a good life this," said the 
woman sadly. ** It is the life of wild beasts, not of 



men." 
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** It is better than being killed like a wild beast 
above ffround." 

" Wfll it always be so, Corbin ? *' asked Made- 
moiselle pitifully. " Will things nevet get better ? ** 

" When they are beaten or we give in, said Corbin. 

*' It is terrible. There will soon be none of us 
left." 

" Oh, there are plenty of us yet. Mademoiselle. 
Here, in Dardaine alone, we are close on five 
hundred *' 

" Five hundred ? And all below ground ? ** 

" All below ground, of necessity. Up above it is 
not safe to live. And in all the other woods there 
are houses like this. And, ma foi ! — one might be 
worse. I would sooner be here than prisoner in the 
Mount." 

" Can we get them out ? " 

" I do not see how," with a doubtful wag of the 
head. ^' There is a garrison there, and an old governor 
who was one of M. de St. Croix's officers, and he is 
verv strict." 

Do you think I could get into the Mount, 
Corbin ? " she asked presently, after turning things 
oyer in her mind. 

" What would you do, Mademoiselle ? You do 
not want to be a prisoner too ? " 

^^ I would be near them. Perhaps be able to get 
news of them " 

^* I can get bits of news now and again through 
Michelle Drouin " 

^* Ah, I want more than that. I want to know all 
the time that they are well and not too unhappy. 
Perhaps one could even get to see them at times " 

" You would certainly get yourself taken, Made- 
moiselle. You are much better with us." 

And for the moment she said no more. But» 
knowing her as he did, Dick was certain she would 
never rest till she got to the Mount, and what that 
might end in he dared not think. 

When they had eaten, Dick shared with them some 
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of the tobacco he had in his pouch, and thereby 

Seatly commended himself to them. And presently, 
ademoiselle and the woman bade them good-night, 
and went off through one of the grave-like openings. 
Corbin showed Dick a pallet of dry leaves ana rushes 
in a comer where he could sleep, blew out all the 
rushlights but one, and then, picking up their guns, 
he and the others disappeared like shadows. 
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THE UNDERWORLD 

Dick woke up into Egyptian darkness — a darkness 
that might be felt, and when his still half-sleeping 
brain sent out to inquire where he was, and his groping 
fingers grated on the rough earth wall, a pang of actutu 
physical fear caught his breath, for it seemed to him 
that he was dead and buried and horribly come to life 
again inside his tomb. 

The shock of it, however, brought him wide awake. 
He started up on to his elbow, with a sense of surprise 
at the height of the roof, and heard heavy breathings 
not far away. Then he caught a glimpse of the tiny 
core of heat in the wood ashes on the hearth, like a 
small unwinking red-gold eye in the pale head of a 
corpse watching him out of the solid blackness of 
darkness, and he remembered where he was — ^buried 
indeed but still alive. 

He dropped back thankfully on to his pallet and 
went to sleep again, and next time he woke the rush- 
lights were burning. The woman and Mademoiselle 
were cutting up vegetables for the black pot and 
talking together in low tones. By the fire sat a small 
boy with a mop of flaxen hair and a pretematurally 
sober face, munching a crust of black bread and 
crooning softly to himself as he watched the dancing 
flames. Corbin and the other men were lying in 
corners still fast asleep. 

It was a pleasure to lie quiet and watch Mademoi- 
selle unobserved. She had taken off her kerchief 
and done her hair, and her face, though very grave 
and set most determinedly, was very good to look 
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upon. For Corbin's news of her father and Michel 
had given her new life and restored her to the likeness 
of her former self before the troubles began. 

From some points of view, indeed, the fact of her 
lost ones lying there in the Guarded Mount, prisoners 
and wounded, might seem no great gain. But all 
these dreary weeks of anxious waiting she had been 
preparing for the worst, by telling herself that they 
were without doubt dead. And here they were 
alive and almost within reach, and the stermy re- 
pressed hope had, in its rebound, carried her spirits 
up into the heights. 

All the same, she realised the dcmgers and difficul- 
ties of the position, and her brain was busily set to 
overcome them — trying along this line and along that, 
planning and replanning, testing and rejecting, but 
revolving always round this one fixed idea, that, 
somehow or other, by hook or by crook, she must get 
to the Mount and be near them. To have discovered 
them was mighty much, but she would never rest till 
she had got them back, safe and sound and out of any 
further dangers. 

** She will not stop here," said Dick to himself, as 
he lay and watched her face. '' But I don*t see 
what she can do," and he lay still and watched and 
wondered. 

Suddenly, out of one of the grave-like passages, 
there came a man. He said a hasty word to the 
woman, who seized a can of water and put out the fire. 
Then he laid a hand quietly on the shoulders of the 
sleeping men, and they woke full and instantly. He 
said a word to them and they leaped up, seized their 
guns, and disappeared with him down one of the dark 
ways. 

^^ What is it ? ** asked Dick, of Mademoiselle, whose 
startled face showed something very wrong. 

** Blues ! In the wood," she whispered, and Dick 
jumped up and felt his way down the passage after 
the others, keenly interested and not very comfort- 
able in his mind. For if by any ill-chance their 
u ^ 
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hiding-place should be discovered, they would be 
trapped like rats in a hole. 

His passage opened into a wider place which he 
recognised, by a thin intermittent filter of light from 
above, as the chamber below the hc^low bcich. In 
the trunk of the beech up above, a man was struggling 
quietly with some bulky object which he seemed to 
be pushing up with his head. The light was suddenly 
cut off, the man up above worked on noiselessly for a 
few seconds, completing what he was at, then he 
dropped down the shaft, almost on top of Dick, and 
sped away down a further passage. 

From above came the murmur of voices, which 
must, he decided, be those of the Blues. The temp* 
tation to learn what was going on was irresistible. 
He climbed cautiously a few steps upwards, till his 
head was inside the beech and above the level of the 
ground outside. 

Blues without a doubt, and the voices which had 
been but a murmur down below were plainly audible 
here. 

^' Is this the tree. Sergeant Coccu ? " asked one 
authoritatively. 

'^ I think that must be the one, Captain. But there 
are so many of them." 

^^ This seems the biggest and therefore the most 
likely. What was it that toad of a peasant we roasted 
last night said about it ? " 

^^ He said there was a way down inside which led 
to the burrows." 

^^ Easily seen. Climb up, one of you, and see if 
there's any hole up there. It doesn't sound very 
hollow," and he pimched it, fortunately on its more 
solid side, with the butt of one of his men's muskets. 

Then there came a scrabbling on the outside of the 
trunk, and one hauled himself up into the crown 
and examined it, and Dick prepared for a hasty 
descent. • 

The aperture above was blocked, he perceived, 
doubtless with that arrangement of moss and ferns 
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which he had wondered at the day bef ore, but whether 
it would 6tand examination he could not tell. 

" There is no hole," said the voice above him. " It 
is all solid. That cursed Cabotin was stuffing us with 
fairy tales." 

'^ We'll stuff him when we get back," said the one 
in authoritv. "' But it's a beast of a tree. It looks 
like a devil. Pile up leaves and branches and set it 
on fire. If it fires the whole accursed wood, all the 
better," and Dick heard the swish of armfuls of dry 
leaves and branches, as they heaped them round the 
trunk. 

This was getting serious. He was just about to 
leap down and run and warn Mademoiselle and the 
woman, when the end came — ^a crash of musketry, 
and two or three bullets came through the beech trunk 
just above his head — shouts and curses from the 
surprised Blues, groans, a few shots in reply — ^for most 
of them had laid aside their guns in onler to collect 
leaves and branches for the fire — another volley, a 
rush of feet outside, a few straggling shots at a distance, 
and it was all over. 

Then again a murmur of voices, a rough dragging of 
bodies, and complete silence. Dick (dropped down 
into the little chamber and groped his way back to the 
larger room. 

It was all dark. 

^* Mademoiselle 1 " he said softly. 

'^ Yes ? " — ^in a scared and anxious whisper. 

" It is over. They are gone." 

** Thank God I But they may come back.** 

^^ I don't think any of them will come back.*' 

" There was shooting." 

** Yes. ... I think they are all killed.** 

*^ Mon Dieu 1 Mon Dieu ! • . . We were praying 
for help, but that is terrible." 

*^ It IS the only way," said the woman in the patois. 
'' If they found our holes we should be done for. 
When it comes to that it is their lives or oims, and ours 
are of more consequence to us.** 
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Dick sat down on the floor to await events, and 
they all sat there in the dark, the woman murmuring 
a word or two to Mademoiselle at times, till, after long, 
long waiting, footsteps were heard in the passage and 
men came in. 

" You may light your fire, Madame Cabotin," said 
Corbin — and Dick started, at sound of that name 
again, and was filled with a vague discomfort. 

The rushlights were lighted, and with some diffi- 
culty the fire was started again. There were more 
guns piled in the comer now and a number of ammu- 
nition pouches. 

The woman asked questions and the men answered 
her, all talking at once, except Corbin, who was 
sombrely quiet and hardly spoke a word till the soup 
was served and eaten. 

^' It is dreadful work, my good Corbin," said Made- 
moiselle to him then. 

^^ Yes, it is hateful work. Mademoiselle. But it 
has to be if we are to live." 

" How many were they ? ** 

** Five-and-twenty." 

** And you killed them all ? " — ^with a touch of 
horror. 

" If one had got away it would have ended us." 

^^ But will the others not come in search of 
them ? " 

" They will never find them. They are a hundred 
feet below ground. But what troubles me is to know 
why they came, and straight to our tree," and his 
stem face pinched blackly over that, for it struck at 
the very roots of their safety. 

The other men lay down and went to sleep as soon 
as they had done eating, but it was not imtil Corbin 
joined them that Dick got the opportunity he sought 
of a word with Mademoiselle. 

" Tell me, Mademoiselle," he whispered, " is not 
this Mme. Cabotin ? " 

" Yes," she said in surprise. 

" Is her husband outside ? " 
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" No. That is he in the comer there. Why ? " 

And he told her exactly what he had heard through 
the beech trunk concerning some other Cabotin. 

She was greatly troubled. 

" It is probably his brother," she said. " You are 
quite sure of the name ? " 

" Quite sure. I had never heard it before, but 
hearing it again so soon, when Corbin spoke to her, I 
could not be mistaken." 

" I'm afraid we must tell him. And if he is a 
traitor, they will certainly kill him. It is very 
terrible," and she knitted her fingers and twisted them 
tightly, as was her way when sorely perplexed. 

" It is all dreadful— dreadful," she said presently. 
" Oh, how I wish we were all safe back at your peaceful 
Moimt in England I " 

" We'll get there in time," he said cheerfully, but 
she shook her head and was greatly troubled. 

*' We cannot stop here," she said, after a time. ** I 
shall get Corbin to let me go to the Mount " 

" I knew you would." 

" You, too, see the necessity of it. I am glad." 

" Well, we certainly can't do anything here. But 
how can we get into the Mount ? " 

" I can do it, I think — if I can get Corbin to agree. 
But — ^if we have to separate for a short time, you will 
not mind " 

" I only want to help you," he said, somewhat crest- 
fallen. " I will do anything you wish. But won't 
you be in danger, going in there all alone ? " 

^^ Not as I shall arrange things, if Corbin will let 
me. 

** And shall I wait for you here ? " 

"No, I want Corbin to find you a hiding-place 
nearer the Mount. I am sure they must have them in 
the dunes. I might want your help, you see." 

" I hope you will. I'll do anvthing I can." 

The time passed very slowly for them down there. 
Dick tried to get her to discuss her scheme for the 
rescue of the prisoners, but so much depended on 
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circumstances with which she was not yet acquainted 
that they could not get very far. 

They ate agaui out of the black pot, with the woman 
and the smidl boy, who played silent games all by 
himself with some well-polished bones and stones he 
had dug out of the walls. But the only proper thing 
to do below-ground seemed to be to sleep; and at 
times, from sheer lack of any other occupation, they 
dozed, while Mme. Cabotin sat by the fire and watched 
the pot and knitted a stocking, and the small boy 
played noiselessly with his bones and stones. 

But at last the men yawned, and woke one by one, 
and fell to inmiediate discussion of the attempted 
invasion of their hiding-place, Corbin sitting gloomily 
and casting in a word now and again. 

Even Dick, who could not understand a word they 
said, could gauge their feeling by the vehemence of 
their tones and gestures. 

Mademoiselle followed their talk with troubled 
interest. A word from her and a man would surely 
die, unless he had escaped the penalty by dying before- 
hand. It WBS terrible to her to have to speak, and 
yet — ^better that one false man should die rather than 
all these whose safety depended on his faithful silence. 

There was much discussion, and their suspicions 
lighted on this one and that, till she could stand it no 
longer. 

^^Corbin," she said in his ear. ** Is there another 
Cabotin ? " 

'^ But yes. Mademoiselle. This one's brother," 
and he stiffened and eyed her like a pointer at sight of 
a bird. 

" Then listen I *' — ^and she told him quietly what 
Dick had heard. 

He listened in silence, his face growing harder. 
Then he spoke rapidly to the others and a momentary 
silence fell on them. 

It was broken by Cabotin himself. He dashed his 
right jBst into his left palm, with a savage word that 
sounded like " Bigr-r-r-r-r-e I " — ^with a hoarse rattle 
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of r's which seemed as if it would never stop. He got 
up with dogged determination, seized his gun, and 
went off down the passage. The others took their 
guns and followed him. 

'^ If it is he they will kill him," said Mademoiselle, 
with a distressed face. 

^' And quite right too," said madame. ^' If a man 
cannot keep his mouth closed he is better dead. . • . 
They will look at his feet, and if the Blues have 
roasted them that will prove it and they will kill 
him. He is not much of a man anyway, or he would 
have been underground with the rest. . . . Now,'* 
she added with sardonic humour, '' he will have to go 
by himself." 

To the newcomers it was a terrible atmosphere to 
live in — ^bloodshed and sudden death of small account, 
perpetual fear in every breath. 

^^ We must get away," said Mademoiselle to Dick. 
" I should die if I had to stop here," and he heartily 
agreed with her. 

The men were all sound asleep when Dick woke 
up, and he hoped it was getting on for morning, and 
that that would be the last night they would have 
to spend there. He had had enough of below-ground 
to last until his proper time came. 

The woman came in with Mademoiselle and made 
up the fire, and prepared breakfast, and at last the 
men woke up; and in answer to madame's sharp 
questioning, her husband poured out a vehement 
torrent of patois, which Mademoiselle briefly translated 
for Dick's benefit. 

^* It was he. They found him with his feet roasted 
to cinders almost. He was in terrible pain, so they 
killed him." 

That was all. The brief tragedy was ended. 

Mademoiselle tackled Corbin as soon as he had 
finished eating. The other men lay down again and 
went to sleep. 

She argued with him vehemently and at length, 
made light of the difficulties which perhaps she did 
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not appreciate as fully as he, set all his doubts at 
nought, and at last her face told Dick that she had 
prevailed, though Corbin himself seemed anything 
but convinced or enthusiastic. 

" We go on to-night," she said to Dick joyfully. 

" I'm mighty glad to hear it," said he. " I'm sick 
of being a mole.'* 
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CHAPTER XXXIX 

THE HOUSE IN THE DUNES 

They bade farewell to the troglodytes, and set out 
cautiously with Corbin in the twilight, and both, 
glancing back at the dancing-devil beech, fervently 
honed they might never set eyes on it again. 

Their way led back through Saintre^ wood, where 
Corbin called up the Bat, who looked weirder and more 
like a beast of prey than ever. 

He greeted them with effusion, and chuckled grimly 
as he rasped his thumb down the back of his crucifibc, 
and said, " Two more for my Christ I " 

Corbin exchanged news with him, and they went 
on again to the wood above Meigney, and thence by 
the forest of Ardillier to the woods about Le Manoir. 
Then, with extremest caution, they crossed the 
Pontaubault road and got into the country of the 
dunes, leaving Tanis on the right ; and the clean salt 
smell of the sea and the flats was the sweetest thing 
they had tasted since they parted from it ten days 
before. 

They came out at last on the sandy rim of the great 
level plain which at high tide forms St. Michel's Bay, 
and out there in the darkness a twinkling light or two 
showed them where the Mount itself lay. 

*^ Mon Dieu, but I am glad to see it again 1 ** said 
Mademoiselle, with ecstatically clasped hands. '^ I 
would sooner die here than live forever below- 
ground." 

*^ One does strange things when one has to," said 
Corbin sententiously. 

** And now your cache, my good Corbin, and we 
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will eat and rest, for I am very tired after living in that 
rabbit-hole." 

This was his own country and he knew every foot 
of it. To them» the great sand hummocks, sparsely 
covered with spiky wire-grass, seemed all exactly 
alike. But he led them on and on, along the lip of 
the plain towards the Mount, turned abruptly inland, 
and stopped in the lee of a. hillock that differed in no 
wise from the rest. 

He scraped away the accumulated drift in a certain 
place, and then, to their immense surprise, put his 
shoulder to the side of the hummock and pushed it 
bodily in. Bending almost double, he crept inside 
and mvited them to enter, and they followed him 
down two boarded steps .into darkness. 

He closed the door, and they heard him feeling about 
here and there, and presently he discovered and lit a 
rushlight, and they found themselves in a room of 
ample size. 

The walls were lined with old ship-timber, evidently 
from wrecks. The roof was protected in the same 
way, and made safer still by stout round pillars which 
looked Uke pieces of ships' masts. Between the 
boards the brown sand forced its way in little ridges, 
and winked and twinkled at them in the rushlight as 
though glad to set eyes again on company at last. 
There were three or four stools, a table, a rough shelf, 
with tin cups and platters and some simple cooking 
utensils, ana in corners were bundles of straw spread 
upon boards for beds. 

" Corbin, you are quite wonderful," beamed Made- 
moiselle. " Why ever do you live in that terrible hole 
in Dardaine when you have a house like this ? " 

" The other is perhaps safer. Mademoiselle, and one 
lives there to help the rest and to be of service." 

" Ah, well, now you are being of service to me, and 
never, as long as I live, will I forget it." 

Corbin reached up and pulled down a pole which 
left a hole in the roof. Then he lit a fire with straw 
and bits of drift wood, and got out their provisions 
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from the linen bag he had carried on his back, and they 
sat down to eat in greater comfort than they had 
looked for. 

*' I shall almost envy you, my friend/' said Made- 
mcHselle to Dick. *' It is a charming little house to 
live in.'* 

** And I shall be in fear all the time that you have 
got into trouble." 

" I promise you I will riot. I will be discretion 
itself.'^ 

*' It is a great risk/' said Corbin, yrith a grave shake 
of the head. " You see, there are many there who 
will know you, Mademoiselle." 

** But all our own people, Corbin, and I shall be 
safe among them. Besides^ it is long since they saw 
me, and never like this." 

" One can never tell. We must hope for the 
best." 

" I have no fear — except that after all I may be 
able to do nothing. However, one can but try, and 
I shall at all events be nearer to them, and to news of 
them." 

^' I believe you would sooner join them in prison 
than not know how they are going on," said Dick. 

^^ I'm not sure that I wouldn't, if it came to that. 
But, do not fear, mon ami, I won't. I hope to serve 
them better outside." 

*' And how am I going to hear any news of you ? " 
asked Dick, not over cheerfully. 

^' This way ; Michelle Drouin keeps a little shop in 
there, where she sells shells and things when the 
pilgrims come, and vegetables at all times. I shall 
help her with the shop. And at times she must go 
ashore to arrange for her supplies, and that will be 
our chance of passing news.' 

'' It is to Beauvoir she will go, and perhaps to 
Ardevon and Moidrey," said Corbin. "To-morrow 
I will go to Beauvoir and learn when she will come." 

In the morning he set off before daybreak, enjoining 
upon them the strictest caution as to showing them- 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



802 THE GUARDED MOUNTS 

selves about the dunes, and promising to be back 
within a couple of hours with a fresh supply of food. 

^^ How much happier it is here than in that dreadful 
black hole I " said Mademoiselle, as they stole out 
into the sunshine and tasted the salt breeze off the 
flats. " You will be quite content to wait here, mon 
ami?" 

" I shall be all right. My only fears will be for 
you." 

" But you need not. I will take the greatest care, 
and soon we will all be safely back at our other dear 
Mount. . . . All the same " — ^with rapt face and 
assertively nodding head — ^^ it is not so beautiful as 
ours," as they sat in the soft sand between two shelter- 
ing hummocks, and looked across at the delicate spires 
and slender grev buttresses soaring up above the 
massive belt of battlemented walls and bastions. 

The morning sun shone full upon them; the tide 
had but just run out, and the fair vision of the Mount 
seemed to stand looking coquettishly down at herself 
in the mirror of the shinmg sands below. Above them 
the larks trilled merrily, and land and sea were all so 
bright and peaceful that it seemed incredible to them 
that, but a few hours ago and but a few miles away, 
they were in the midst of horrors and sudden deaths, 
ana that these fell things pervaded all the countryside. 

Out there, seaward, the sombre rock of Tombelaine 
crouched in its blue encircling pool, and Mademoiselle 
gave a Uttle reminiscent shiver as her eyes rested on it. 

^^ Mon Dieu, how it reminds me of the black night 
we started for England, not knowing where we were 
going, or how we would be welcomed ! Corbin led 
us all across those dreadful sands, and we waited on 
Tombelaine there till the boat came in on the tide to 
carry us to the chasse-mar<fe. And the voyage ! — 
Mon Dieu 1 Mon Dieu 1 I never expected to see 
another day." 

" And, after all, you foimd a new home, and new 
friends, and you might have been content to stop 
there if " 
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" Ah, yes I — ^if . But with all my heart I hope it is 
finished now, and that when my father and Michel 
get home they will be content to wait. Surely they 
will venture no more for these people who venture 
nothing in return." 

" I wouldn't. I'd see them hanged first." 

'^ I will wish them no ill, but for myself I will never 
lift so much as a finger for them again — ^never as long 
as I live 1 " 

They saw people issue from the gateway of the 
Mount and come across the sands towards the land on 
their left, and mindful of Corbin's instructions they 
crept back to their house. 

But to Dick's amazement, they had the greatest 
difficulty in finding the door. They searched along 
the side of their hummock from end to end and back 
again, and began to wonder if it really was their 
hummock or if they had unintentionally passed on to 
another. 

" Surely we only went to that comer," said Dick, 
staring at it perplexedly. 

" I thought so." 

^' I'm quite sure of it. Where can that confounded 
door have got to ? If we hadn't tramped about so 
we might have followed back our own tootsteps, but 
the sand's so soft we leave hardly any mark.' 

At last in desperation he took to thumping the 
sand-hill with his fist all the way along, and so came 
in time on a hollow sound, and pushed, and th^ door 
opened before them. 

** It's wonderfully clever," he said, as they examined 
it with interest. 

And undoubtedly clever it was. For the sides of 
the low doorwav and the door itself were faced with 
stiff hide on which the sand was coated so thickly 
that young shoots of wire-grass were growing in it. 
All the edges of the door were flanged with the sand- 
coated hide and they fitted so closely that casual 
inspection could not possibly perceive them. And 
then, all above and round the door, the wire-grass 
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grew and hung, and each time it was opened or closed 
little rills of dry sand came cascading down over it 
^m above, rendering its disguise more perfect still. 

" That's the cleverest thing I've ever seen," said 
Dick. 

" They have to be careful, you see. I expect they 
use it for smuggling when they have the time." 

The sand trickles could hardly have finished their 
work on the door cracks, when it opened again, and 
Corbin came hastily in. He earned a sackful of 
luxuries— eggs, bread, butter, coffee and other good 
things, and brought news. 

^^ It is for to-day. Mademoiselle. Michelle is ,to be 
there at mid-day. So we will eat and then get along. 
We will go by the shore here and catch her as she goes, 
and talk her into it " 

" Michelle will do what I want, my good Corbin. 
Do not fear that." 

" Pardie, yes I I suppose she will. We all seem 
to-— even against our judgment at times. I have 
brought you a coiffe. Mademoiselle, sudi as they wear 
on the Mount there, and a pair of sabots. For the 
rest, you will pass, I think. Perhaps if you dirtied 
your face a little " 

" I can never walk in them, Corbin," she said, eyeing 
the sabots askance. 

" Must try. Your shoes would betray you at once, 
and on the sands out there they would be no use at 
all." 

He padded them with straw for her, and she put 
them on and trudged about the room distastefully, 
and found them not altogether inlpossible, though 
very hobbling to one who had been accustomed all 
her life to the very neatest of footgear. 

She re-arranged her hair, peasant-fashion, and put 
on the coiffe, and turned to Dick with a " moutn," 
and asked, " Would you know me, monsieur ? " 

** I would know you in anything," he answered 
promptly. 

After a cautious look round outside, Corbin lit a 
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small fire, and boiled water for coffee and then some 
eggSy in the pan which formed part of the hut's 
equipment. 

^^ And will you stop here also, Corbin ? " asked 
Mademoiselle, as they made play with the fresh eggs 
and coffee. 

^^ Not all the time. Mademoiselle. I must keep an 
eye on things down yonder also. But I will be to 
and fro, and before I go I will arrange for food to be 
left for monsieur in a place I will show him, on the 
way to Ardevon. . . . There is a whisper of them 
coming up from La Vendue," he said, as though 
doubtml if he ought to mention it. ^^ But nothing 
may come of it. Still they have done great things 
down there and beaten the Blues inside out. They 
failed at Nantes, it is true, but " 

" But what can they do by coming up here now ? " 
said Mademoiselle a trifle brusquely. " If they had 
joined the others that last time " 

" Yes, truly, we might have ridded the country of 
them, but thpy were busy with other matters, 1 
suppose. But, I was thinking, Mademoiselle — ^if they 
should come, and we could get them to the Mount ^" 

" Ah, then ! Yes, indeed, if it were only for a 
day — ^just long enough to open the prison doors. Oh, 
Corbin, do all you can to bring it about ! " 

"We must not count on it, and you will forget 
that I told you. Mademoiselle. If I hear more you 
shall know, but it must be yourself only who knows 
anvthing about it." 

I will be as secret as the grave. It is one more 
thing to hope for. . • . Where does Michelle Drouin 
live, Corbin ? " 

** Half way up the street on the right, just where it 
turns to go up to the Abbey." 

" Good ! Then the back of her house will look this 
way, and I shall be able to talk to you across the water. 
Each day I will hang a white cloth out of the window 
and you will know it is well with me." 

" And may I talk back ? " asked Dick. 

X 
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** No 1 " said Corbin sharply. ^^ There must be no 
talking back. Monsieur must not be seen. A white 
cloth on the Mount is nothing. Any signal from here 
would bring the wasps about our ears. It is under- 
stood ? " 

" It is understood/' 
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CHAPTER XL 

MICHELLE OF THE MOUNT 

Mademoiselle's unaccustomed heels were in 
blisters before she reached Beauvoir. The journey- 
across to the Mount in the afternoon — ^with a basket 
of vegetables, carried first on one arm, then on the 
other, on her back, on her shoulder, but, no matter 
where, growing woefully heavier all the time — ^was a 
veritable purgatory of pain — ^a via dolorosa, bravely 
endured, but with a face warped and pallid under 
its dirt smudges, and a lip that was bitten till it bled. 

But the bitterest way comes to an end, and never 
was pilgrim-heart more grateful at passing under the 
grim old gateway than was hers. She hobbled up 
the dirty little alley of a street, bent almost double 
under her load, and felt, when she dropped on to a 
bench in the dark little shop, that she could not have 
kept it up for another dozen steps. 

but — she was on the Mount, and she felt her lost 
ones almost within touchy and that made up for 
everything. Almost within touch I — ^though bolts 
and bars and guards and stoutest of stone walls lay 
between her and them. 

" Thou hast managed well. Mad — ma petite 
Michelle," said Mme. Drouin, as she dropped her own 
still heavier basket alongside. ** But thy poor feet 
have suffered, I fear. Mon Dieu, but they are trulv 
bad I We must see to them," as " little Michelle " 
drew her feet wincingly out of the heavy sabots, aixd- 
madame saw her stockings soaked with blood. 

" Oh, la— la ! " she said sympathetically. " Why 
couldn't that stupid Gaspard get you some proper 
woollen stockings ? That is just like a man. But in 
X2 307 
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two little minutes, when I have warmed some water, 
I will make them easier for you. It is Michelle 
Drouin for the herbs and ointments, as all the town 
knows," and she helped her new assistant, who did 
not look very serviceable at the moment, into the 
little back room, and lit the fire an4 put on a kettle 
of water. 

So far all had gone well — save indeed in this small 
matter of blistered feet, and a slim back that felt as 
though it had been roughly broken in pieces and badly 
put together again. 

They had met Mme. Drouin jogging steadily into 
Beauvoir, with a big basket on each arm and a face 
and mind so intent on bargaining that Corbin's 
quiet, ^' Hola, Michelle 1 " startled her almost out of 
her sabots. 

" It is thou, Gaspard ? *' she jerked, with a quick 
look all round«which finally settled on Mademoiselle. 

" Do you know her ? " asked Corbin. 

" No 1— Stay I— ^Do I then ? ... I do not think 
so." 

" But yes, madame. Or you used to. All the 
same I am glad you do not. I am Ren6e de St. Aubin 
from Roche Corin " 

** Mon Dieu 1 Mon Dieu !— Ma*m'selle ! " 

** Monseigneur and M. Michel are prisoners over 
there, as you know," said Ck)rbin. " And Mademoi- 
selle's heart is set on being near them. She wants 
you to take her as assistant in your shop " 

" Mais — ^Mon Dieu ! — ^Mademoiselle — ^assistant in 
my shop ! What next ? " 

" That is all." 

" And I will not cost you anything, dear Mme. 
Drouin. On the contrary, I will pay you well for the 
privilege." 

** That is business anyway, and I could do with 
more of the same, for times are not what they were. 
But — ^what is it you are after, Mademoiselle T Will 
it mean getting me into trouble in the end ? For if 
so, you see " 
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^* I will promise you the end shall be good for you» 
madaire^ and we St. Aubins keep our promises 
always.*' 

** 1 know, I know. But the times are changed, 
you see. And what will come next, God only knows I '^ 

" Take the good that offers, my good Michelle," 
said Corbin persuasively. '^ And for the rest trust 
the good God and Mademoiselle. It will be to your 
interest, I know." 

^^ Well, well ! Little did I ever think to have an 
assistant, much less a demoiselle of the aristocracy 1 " 

^^ I shall be little Michelle Drouin, the daughter of 
your husband's brother, and you will forget all the 
rest," said Mademoiselle. *^ And I will help you all 
I can, and if you scold me too severely I shall probably 
cry." 

^^ Tut I I am no scold, and I do not think you are 
much given to crying, my little Midhelle. Allons f 
Pick up your basket and let us get on, or we shall go 
back as empty as we came." 

So that was all settled, and Corbin accompanied 
them almost to Beauvoir, giving madame news of 
their little outside world, and then bade them farewell 
and went off across the dunes. 

As far as pilgrims and their purchases went, 
madame's little business was not flourishing. Pil- 
grimages, for the time being, were not the order of the 
day. So her choice little stock of rosaries and cruci- 
fixes and shells, and other interesting mementoes of 
the Mount, was carefully packed away in a great black 
oak chest in the inner room, and its place was more 
profitably occupied by cabbages and cauliflowers and 

{)otatoes and lettuces and onions, and all the tasty 
ittle constituents and ingredients of soups and 
salades, and those still more succulent dishes to which 
the FVench appetite runs even in war-time. 

Madame was a widow, comely, and of a most cheer- 
ful and engaging disposition. 

So thought M. Gaillard, regimental chef to the 
garrison of the Mount ; so also, M. Taquin, steward to 
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the Abbey-Prison. And soldiers and prisoners alike 
must eat, though by no means alike m quality and 
quantity. 

Madame was not doing so badly, in spite of her 
professional complaints; for the country-folk obsti- 
nately refused to have any dealings with the Blues, 
and would not sell them so much as a potato or an 
onion, and therein madame had f oimd her opportunity 
and was turning it to excellent account. And on the 
whole, if the little Michelle kept to her word, and 
did not embark on any wild adventure which would 
bring them to confusion, she was inclined to be very 
well satisfied with this unexpected addition to her 
household of one. 

For some days nothing was further from Little 
Michelle's thoughts than adventure of any kind. 
Her wounded feet kept her dose prisoner in spite of 
madame's ointments, which indeed soothed the pain, 
but could not relieve Nature of her proper share in 
the work. And during those days the very click of 
•sabots on the cobbles outside made her wince at 
thought of ever having to wear them again. 

Meanwhile madame casually dropped the hint 
outside that she had brought her little niece to live 
with her out of charity, and for the sake of companion- 
ship, and that she had found her half -starved and in 
poor condition and was nursing her up a bit, and so 
paved the way for her appearance in the shop pre- 
sently. 

Above the little back room were two tiny bedrooms, 
reached by a break-neck staircase. They looked 
•out, as Mademoiselle had expected, on to the sea and 
the flats towards the dunes where Dick was hidden. 
And the first thing she did on crawling up to her room 
was to open the window and lean out, gazing at Roche 
Corin, away in the distance, and then at the dunes, 
and then she hung a towel over the sill and left it 
there, and wondered if Dick would see it. 

She could not see the Abbey-Prison since that was 
on top of the Moimt. But it was there just behind 
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her. A few steps up the street, as soon as she could 
walk, and she would be able to raze at the outside 
walls, somewhere behind which ner dear lost ones 
were lying. 

Ana that was much to her, so much that at thought 
of it her feet almost ceased to trouble her, and the 
idea of wearing sabots again lost half its power to 
pain. 
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HER HEARTHS DESIBE 

" She's a bit shy yet in company, you see," 
apologised madame to M. Gaillard, when he gallantly 
chucked little Michelle under the chin, and never 
dreamt how near he was to getting two rows of Uttle 
white teeth into his hand or a small impulsive fist 
into his face. " I was that way myself when I was 
her age." 

** I've seen worse-looking chits," pronounced M. 
Gaillard, who was middle-aged and of a professional 
habit of body which spoke excellently well for the 
quality of his dishes. He was also a connoisseur in 
female beauty, but liked it emphatic and high- 
coloured. 

" She'll perk up when I've fed her a bit and she 
gets used to things," said madame cheerfully. 

'^ Ah, nothing like good feeding to promote good 
looks. Don't you ever marry a tlun man, ma petite. 
If a man doesn't do himself well, be sure he'll not be 
over-generous to his wife. Isn't that so, madame ? " 

" You're right, M. Gaillard, as usual. So long as it 
doesn't go too far, mind you 1 My good Drouin now, 
for example — ^his hand was never out of his pocket 
to lend or to treat ; and for me, everything I wanted 
and no need to ask for it. But since he wasn't made 
of money — ^you understand " 

" Ah, mon Dieu ! " — ^with outspread palms and high- 
shrugged shoulders and a little forward duck of the 
big, black, close-cropped head. " There is, of course, 
reason in all things, and the wise man makes his soup 
according to his stock. Is it not so ? " 

^* If all the men had as much in their heads as you 
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have, M. Gaillard, the world would be a pleasanter 
place to live in." 

^* It comes of the heart also, madame. Heart 
without head — ^your good man deceased; heart and 
head well balanced — ^myself, Gaillard of the 72nd 
of the Line; head without heart — ^M. Taquin there, 
who chuckles in his sleep, I'll be bound, when he's 
squeezed another sou out of his prisoners* already 
small enough allowances. Good-oay, M. Taquin ! 
Plenty left for you, though I have had first pick. My 
stomachs are more exacting than yours up there, you 
see. And yours daren't growl if things are not to 
their liking." 

M. Taquin was lean and gaunt, and of a severe 
aspect, as became one who had to do with prisoners, 
even though it was no more than ill-feeding them. 
Compcured with the jovial Gaillard he looked like a 
horse-radish to a turnip. 

^' If they did I'd put them on bread and water," 
said M. Taquin. 

'^ That would pay you handsomely. But I have 
heard say that it's difficult at times to distinguish 
between that and the soup, as it is, so perhaps they'd 
never notice the difference." 

" There's reason in all things, my frigid " 

** Just what I was saying to our good Mme. Drouin 
here." 

** You feed those men of yours too well. They're 
getting so bloated they couldn't fight if thev had to. 
Whereas, give my pensioners the chance of running 
and — ma foi, you'd have your work cut out to catch 
them." 

"I'm sure I" laughed M. GaiUard. "Well, I 
must get along or my stomachs wiU be roaring. 
Good-£ky, ma^ime I — and you. Little One I 'Day, 
M. Taquin 1 " and he included them all in a per- 
functory salute and rolled jovially down the street, 
which seemed narrower than ever as he filled it with 
his passage. 

Good fellow but fat pig!" said M. Taquin^ 
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selecting his vegetables. ^' All the world's but one 
big stomach to him. He'U surely have an apoplexy 
one of these days.'' 

^' But a kind-hearted man, M. Taquin/' urged 
madame, in the accents of one whose own tender heart 
must find extenuating circumstances even though 
her judgment might agree with the verdict. 

" A heart — and worse still, a stomach — ^without a 
l^ood sound head to guide it, but digs its owner's 
^rave, madame." 

^' ^d that is undoubtedly true, M. Taquin," said 
madame, with a solemn wag of the head. '^ And just 
what I was saying when you came in, though not by 
<any means so neatly put." 

" And who is this ? " — and he stared hard at 
Michelle. 

'^ Just a little nieoe of mine, come to pick up a bit 
on the sea air and some good food, and to be company 
for me. It gets lonesome, you see, all by oneself, 
at times." 

*^ I am sure. But madame need never lack com- 
panionship in her loneliness, should she so desire it — 
that goes without saying. I hope you will enjoy the 
Mount, mademoiselle. It is somewhat dose quarters, 
it is true. But there is much of interest to be 
seen." 

" Pack those lettuces carefully, my girl," said 
madame, at sight of Michelle's face, which disappeared 
gratefully into the basket at once. 

" You must bring her up one of these days, madame, 
and I shall have the pleasure of showing you some of 
the beauties of the Abbey. It contains more priests 
just now than ever it has done since it was built." 

** Oh — ^priests 1 " said madame, in the correct 
depreciatory tone, as though she had had enough of 
priests to last her a lifetime. 

" Oh, we have others also. They are not all 

Eriests. We have your own Marquis, you know, and 
is son, and we have even got a big Englishman as a 
curiosity. But the rest are mostly Black-Robes, and 
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they Bxe not the liveliest company in the world, I 
can assure you." 

"Perhaps they are hungry," madame permitted 
herself; and Michelle wished she had not, lest this 
lean door of entrance to her haven should take offence 
and close itself in their faces. 

But madame knew her man. 

" Ah— ha I But you shall come up yourself, when 
you will, madame, and bring mademoiselle with you, 
and you shall taste for yourself and judge accordingly. 
To the upright the venomous darts of the wicked are 
but as drops of rain on the back of a sea-gull.*' 

" The poor Gaillard 1 " laughed madame. " You 
will leave him no character at all." 

" He has stomach enough to make up for it. It 
is understood then — ^whenever you will, madame. 
Adieu, madame and mademoiselle I " and he walked 
away up the street, which looked wide enough for six 
of him abreast. 

" Oh — the men 1 " sighed madame. ** One has to 
be polite, you see, and agree with them all. But 
when they come together iJl one can do is to laugh at 
them both." 

*' And he wiU really show us over the Abbey — and 
the prisoners ? " asked Michelle, pale with excitement. 

"Without a doubt, my child. You heard him. 
But it will mean entertaimng him here in return " 

** Oh, we will give him of the best. Money could 
not huy admittance up there. You shall have 
everything you want for nis entertainment, madame. 
I had not dared to hope for such a chance." 

"Mon Dieu, my dear, you will have to be very 
careful I A word — ^a look even — ^and the cat will be 
out. . . . Truly, I am not sure if it is wise " 

" Oh, I will be a block of wood, madame, I do 
assure you. And I will tangle my hair and hide 
inside my coiffe so that none would know me. Oh, 
don't deny me this I " 

" Well, well 1 " 

" When can we go ? Could we not go to-day ? " 
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^^ That would not be wise, surely. We must use 
every discretion, my dear, or worse will come of it, 
and we would both rue that. To-morrow, maybe. 
We will see. But — caution ! Caution ! You can be 
getting yourself used to it in the meantime. Re- 
member — ^you may not see them ; and if you do, you 
must not show it, even in your eyes." 

** Oh, I will remember, and I wiU make myself 
wood and stone. But you cannot imagine what it is 
to me, madame. I gave them up for dead, you see, 
and here they are alive, and almost within reach.** 

" Well, well I Only — caution, my dear, or worse 
will come of it 1 " 

All that day her heart danced hopefully, and it 
was only the fortunate wearing of sabots that kept 
her feet from dancing too. The dark little cavern 
of a shop had become the ante-room of joy, as it had 
been of hope ever since she dragged her wounded feet 
into it. 

The feet were almost well by this time, thanks to 
madame's unguents and soft cloth slippers ; and with 
thick woollen stockings and adequate padding the 
distasteful sabots were to be conquered. But she 
would not miss this wonderful chance if she had to go 
up to the Abbey barefoot or crawling on her hands 
and knees. 

She could hardly eat, and did not sleep a wink that 
night ; but all the time she was schoohng herself to 
the impassivity of a graven image. 

^^ It is not at all likely I shall see them,'* she 
insisted to herself, over and over again; while her 
heart chanted hopefully, " I may. 1 may." 

" If I do not — ^well, it will be joy beyond words 
just to think we are under the same roof. And if I 
do — ^if I do — ^not a word, not a look ! Though my 
heart bursts with its gladness, my face must be like 
wood, wood, wood. I will bite my tongue through, 
and my lips. I will pinch myself black and blue. I 
must be wood, wood, wood." 

So, the following afternoon, after sharp inspection 
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of the little one for signs of undue elation, which 
yielded only the sight of a very pale face, schooled 
to the likeness of a stone image, and hidden in the 
widest coiffe out of madame's black oak chest, and 
with unruly hair tiunbling most improperly about 
it, they climbed the steep street and long mghts of 
steps, and knocked on the great door of the Barbacane, 
though one of their hearts was thumping so loudly 
that other knocking seemed quite unnecessary and as 
nothing in comparison with it. 

An armed guard opened to them, and passed them 
on to the Chatelet whose narrow entrance, between 
two tremendously tall towers set almost side by side, 
looked to Mademoiselle more than ever like the black 
mouth of a fiend gaping hungrily for the souls of men. 
Here another door confronted them and another 
guard, who sent them on up the dark stone steps 
called Le Goufire — ^the pit, the abyss — ^and they came 
to the door of Belle-Chaise, where they were kept at 
bay till M. Taquin came hurrying down more steps 
to greet them, with such effusion as his nature 
permitted. 

" So you have brought the Little One to see our 
beautiful building, madame. It is well, for you will 
never see the Abbey of St. Michel again." 

*^ How then ? You are not going to pull it all down 
surely ? " gasped madame. 

" No, no ! It will still be here, but henceforth 
always Prison in place of Abbey, and Mont Libre 
instead of Mont Michel." 

^' Ma foi, that is a good name for a prison — ^Mont 
Libre I " 

"We delight in the paradox, you see. Liberty, 
Equality, Fraternity ! " — ^he pointed to the words 
roughly painted on the stone wall. — " And one half 
of us kills the other half, and I have over a hundred 
Black-Robes locked up here to keep them out of 
mischief ! " 

*' There were good and bad even among the Black- 
Robes. Where do you keep them, M. Taquin ? " 
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'^ Up above, as near to heaven as some of them will 
ever get. We do our best for them, you see. In the 
day time they are in the R6fectoire, and are allowed 
to walk in the Cloister. At night we lock them up 
in the rooms below, the Salle des Hdtes and the Salle 
des Chevaliers. Oh, we treat them well, I assure 
you.** 

So he led them on and on, up steps and down steps, 
through long stone passages, over nying bridges, into 
chapels and crypts and dimgeons, showed them where 
the old monks used to bum their dead, and the Chapel 
of the Thirty Candles, where stood the great wooden 
wheel inside which the prisoners had to run in order 
to haul up provisions from below. 

And all these things Mademoiselle had seen and 
known by heart before M. Taquin had ever heard of 
them. But still she must endeavour to maintain a 
sufficiently interested wooden face, and jerk out 
interjections of simulated wonder for the satisfaction 
of M. Taquin's well-meant hospitality, though her 
heart and all her hopes were up there on the crown 
of the rock, where at this very minute the prisoners 
might be taking the air in the open Cloister. 

Many the time she and Michel nad raced round that 
Cloister, regardless of its myriad slender pillars and 
with never a thought for the grace of its arches and 
all its exquisite carvings. She wondered if Michel 
remembered too. 

It looked as though they were to have no chance 
of seeing that to which all these other things were as 
nothing, and Mademoiselle, in desperation at last, 
edged up to madame and whispered nercely in her ear, 

^' The prisoners ! " 

And madame, with the cleverness of her sex, began 
the assault at a distance and directed it at the vulner* 
able spot in most men's armour. 

" You have been kindness itself, M. Taquin, and 
have given us very great enjoyment. The Little One 
will never foiget it as long as she lives, I'll wager 
you." 
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" Oh, never I " jerked the Little One. 

" We were wondering if you would condescend to* 
honour us at dinner to-morrow evening, M. Taquin. 

IfvouwiU " 

I shall be delighted, madame, I assure you. The 

Eleasure will be mine. I must just see my black sheep 
ere fed " 

** Ah, yes, par exemple I We had foi^rotten the 
black sheep. Do we not get a peep at them as a 
wind-up, now ? " 

M. Taquin screwed up his mouth for a second. 

^^ One is not supposed to make a show of them, you 
imderstand, dear inadame " 

" Of course not, of course not I It would not 
do " 

*^ All the same I *' — ^with a long thin finger alongside 
a long thin nose, as an intimation of the necessity 
for extremest discretion — " and on the understanding- 
that it is not spoken about — ^Allons I ** — and he led 
them up again, and up and up, till they came to a 
narrow winding stair in one of the towers of the 
Church. 

And when they arrived at the top of that. Mademoi- 
selle's heart was beating so loudly — ^partly with the 
many stairs but chiefly with a vast emotion — that 
she kept as far from M. Taquin as possible, lest he 
should hear it. 

^' Yes, there are some of my flock," he said, peering- 
through a narrow slit of a window. ^^ Perhaps you 
also would care to look, mademoiselle — though, truly,, 
there is not much to see." 

Even though there was not much to see. Mademoi- 
selle would still look. But when she tried to look her 
heart beat in her eyes, and for a moment she could 
see nothing but a confusion of blurred black figures 
in the square open place down below, drifting here 
and there like disturbed ants, with a guardian ant 
in uniform at each comer. 

Then her eyes cleared, though her heart beat more 
tumultuously than ever. For there, sitting in two» 
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of the little archways facing into the open quadian^le, 
in order to get the sun, were her father, looking 
somewhat pale and thin and with one arm in a sling ; 
and alongside him a gaunt, lean priest, who looked 
paler and thinner still ; and standing in front of them 
as they talked, were Michel, looking hale and weO, 
and John Bastian, with his hands on his hips and 
looking; quite at home and yet very much out of 
place m his naval uniform among all those ragged 
Black-Coats. 

And madame leaned over her and administered 
cautions, and talked back over her shoulder at M. 
Taquin, whose hatchet face was fitted into another 
slit. 

^^Ma foi, yes, but that is a sight, M. Taquin. 
(Quiet, my girl, qtiiet !) Truly, I have not set eyes 
on so many priests since the pilgrimages stoppled. 
(Recover yourself, my child !) But they are not all 
priests. See there I '* 

" That is your own Marquis — and his son. The 
tall blue one is the Englishman who came with them.*' 

" You don't say so I Our Marquis ! Well, who'd 
have thought it ? Why is his arm tied up ? (Pull 
yourself together, child ! He is at all events alive, 
you see.) " 

^^ He was wounded, but it is getting better. And 
the priest with whom they are talking, he was like 
dead when they brought him in. But, you see, he is 
recovering also. Oh, they do very well here, I assure 
you. At first when we began having them, we kept 
them down below among the foundations and big 
pillars. But it was not good for them, so now we 

E've them more air, and, as you see, they are quite 

Miadame insisted that this was the most interesting 
thing they had seen, and kept him fully primed with 
compliments, while Mademoiselle devoured her found- 
lost ones with hungry eyes, and a heart full of gratitude 
that things were no worse. 

'* Ma foi, my dear," said madame, when the last 
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door had clanged behind them, and they went down 
the Barbacane steps. '^ But you gave me a fright, 
^^y* your heart snook that tower and I made sure 
he would hear it.'* 

** I wish it could shake the whole place down." 

** Ah, it will take a good deal more than that to 
shake the Abbey down. Besides we don't want it 
down. What should we others all do for a living if 
the Mount came down ? " 

But, to set her dear ones free, Mademoiselle would 
have crumbled the whole mighty wonder of the 
Moimt into a handful of dust — ^Abbey and chapels, 
spires and pinnacles, towers and arches, with all their 
treasures of beauty, and all their exquisite grace of 
carving and fluting and branching couunn, and even 
the glory of the Merveille itself, rising out of the rock 
and soaring up into the sky like an embodiment in 
stone of the passionate prayers of the Saints. 

For the whole of that night the joy of seeing her 
dear ones, alive and in no very evil case, sufliced her. 
But then her spirits sank again somewhat at thought 
of her utter jpoweriessness to help. Those guarded 
doors of the Barbacane, and the Ch&telet, and Belle- 
Chaise, and all the smaller bolts and bars inside, shut 
down upon her heart, and left Hope beating futile 
win^ outside. 

"I do dieclare I believe you're feeling worse than 
if you had never been up there," said madame with 
a touch of resentful surprise, next day. 

^' Oh, you must not think that, dear madame. It 
was greatest joy to me to see them once more, for I 
had given them up for dead. But — ^ah me ! — ^I wish 
I could see them free ! " 

^' Must hope, my child ! They are at all events 
alive where many are dead, and while there's life, you 
know — And then one never knows what may happen 
in these days. Another turn of the wheel — and there 
you are 1 " 

" I would I could turn it ! " 

** It will need bigger hands than yours, my dear. 

T 
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Though, ma foi, <Hie of Mile. Charlotte's little hands 
was quite enough to upset M. Marat's cart." 

" How was that ? " asked Mademoiselle listlessly. 
" I have heard nothing of late." 

" We are of Vire, you see, in Calvados, I and my 
sister Jeanne, who married Gaspard Corbin, and 
many's the time I Ve been in Caen, and more than once 
I have spoken with Mademoiselle herself — ^MUe. 
d'Armans, whom they now call Mile. Corday, for we 
supplied them with butter and eggs." 

** But what did she do ? " 

" I am telling you, my child. I can see her now, 
just as she was, tall and beautiful and very deter- 
mined. She thought M. Marat was going too far in 
cutting off heads — and ma foi, in that I agree with her 
— and so she stopped him." 

** How then ? — ^with a show of interest, for what 
one had done, perhaps another might do, or something 
similar. 

'* She went up to Paris from Caen, and got an 
interview with M. Marat, and then she stabbed him 
to the heart, and that put an end to him and his 
blood-thirst." 

" And she ? " 

^^ Why, they cut off her head, my dear. But, bless 
you, she didn't mind. She'd done her work and 
doubtless saved many better lives than M. Marat's." 

" She was a good woman " — ^with kindling face. 
" She gave her life for her fellows. I wish " 

" Na — ^na — ^na — ^na — ^na ! Now don't you look 
like that, my dear, or I shiill warn M. Taquin not to 
come here imless he wants a table-knife in his heart." 

*^ I don't see what good it would do to kill M. 

Taquin. If it would " 

Mon Dieu, I believe you would do it." 

** I would do anything to set them free. But that 
would do no good." 

'^ All the same I shall take good care to sit between 
vou to-night, and if I see you so much as look at a 
knife ^' 
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" I promise you I won't touch him," said Mademoi- 
selle, ard laughed in spite of herself at madame's 
disturbed face. 

" Come, that's better ! You looked ready to stab 
anybody, my dear, at that moment, and it could do 
no good, you know." 

^' I know. That's where it is. One can do nothing 
that will do any good." 

^' Nothing but wait," said madame, with a serious 
nod. 

The dinner passed off without disturbance, but she 
was not sorry when it was over and M. Taquin had 
taken himself off to his big cage. 

For he warmed up, under the influence of the well- 
cooked meal and good wine, to such an extent that, 
by way of commending himself to his hostesses — 
though madame could not make up her mind as to 
which of them he was bent upon impressing — ^he 
began to boast, in a sordid way, of the extra profit he 
could wrirg out of his prisoners' meals at times, and 
it was gall and wormwood to Mademoiselle to sit 
qtdet and listen to it. 

He was allowed so much per head per day for 
feeding them, but, little as it was, his still smaller 
soul found its profitable delight in scheming and 
scraping their allowance down to its lowest possible 
limit, wiereby he might put another sou per head into 
his own pocket. 

^ " Why, you must be making a fortune, M. Taquin," 
said madame, somewhat upset by the sight of 
Mademoiselle's face as he enlarged upon this palatable 
theme, and once she hastily removed a knife from 
her neighbourhood which made the Little One laugh 
outright, and M. Taquin took the credit of it. 

** It is not unprofitable, if it only lasts," said he. 
^* If it lasts long enough I shall buy one of these 
ci-devant estates that are going cheap, and become a 

S gentleman. And then I shall of course marry and 
ound a family " — ^and he nodded across at them with 
portentous condescension, in a manner that seemed 

Y 2 
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intended to convey a hint of the great possibilities in 
store for those who found favour in his sight. And it 
was all Mademoiselle could do to keep from a wild 
outbreak of laughter again — from very bitterness 
of heart, this time — which would certainly have 
settled her chances for ever. 

And yet there were many whom she had met at 
Court, in the earlier times, whose carelessly dispensed 
riches were wrung out of starving stomachs no less 
than this man's ; — " gentlemen who paved their 
pleasant roads to hell with the golden sweat of their 
toiling serfs, and revelled in the best that life could 
give, while these others and their wives and children 
rotted in the squalors of the countryside, or died 
outright the bitter death of starvation. 

To do her justice, however, she had known nothing 
of these things save by occasional hearsay, for the 
St. Aubins were ever generous masters, and if the 
rest had been like them the Deluge would never have 
overwhelmed the land. 
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80KE-HEART 

Thereafteb the days dragged slowly for Made- 
moiselle, her mind at rest as to the welfare of the 
prisoners, but troubled all the time as to their future, 
and chafing at her own absolute inability to help in 
any slightest degree. 

For many days she hardly ventured outside the 
shop, fearing lest some, keener sighted than the rest, 
should recoenise her. For, though she had so boldly 
assured Corbin that none would betray her yet, if it 
became known that she was there, the whispering and 
tittle-tattle of so circumscribed a community, with 
nothing but its own small concerns to browse upon, 
might well make her secret known without any durect 
intention of harming her. 

She had been there many times when her uncle 
the Cardinal was Abb^, but that was before the 
troubles began, and a year or two makes a difference 
in a girl's looks. Still greater was the difference 
between Mile, de St. Aubin galloping across the 
sands, and clattering up the cobbled street, in neat 
riding-dress and feathered hat, her face and eyes all 
aglow and agleam with the joy of life, and this hard- 
working little niece of Mme. Drouin, in her short blue 
skirts and wooden sabots, who carried big baskets 
and handled cauliflowers and lettuces as to the manner 
bom, and was so timid and reserved that she seemed 
to hide inside her great coiffe if any one so much as 
spoke to her. 

They grew accustomed to her and never troubled 
to imagme her anything different from what she 
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claimed to be. She passed almost umioticed among 
them and asked no more. 

At least once a week they went across the sands 
to Beauvoir, to order their supplies and bring back 
such as they could carry. Ana though madame saw 
to it that the Little One's burden was a light one, 
it was always heavy enough before they reached 
home» to one who had never borne a burden in 
her life before, but now was carrying one that 
felt like to crush her at times, though no man could 
see it. 

Were they to languish there for the rest of their 
days, or until M. Taquin, in his haste to be a gentle- 
man, fairly starved their lives out of them ? Could 
nothing be done ? Was there no way of helping 
them ? 

Her great inducement to those laborious journeys 
across the sands was the hope of meeting Corbin, and 
sometimes he crept out on them from behind a sand- 
hill on the road, and sometimes they never set eyes 
on him. 

When they did meet, however, there were no gaps 
in their talk. He gave her such news as had reached 
him of outside matters and word of Dick, who was 
enduring the simple life of a hermit of the dunes as 
philosophically as might be — so far, that is, as Corbin 
was permitted to know. 

And she, on their first meeting after her visit to the 
Abbey, told him all she could about the prisoners, 
and besought him, with brimming eyes, to think of 
some way of delivering them. 

But Corbin knew the Mount too well, and when he 
heard where they were confined he shook his head 
decisively and said, as he had said so many times 
before, " We can do nothing but wait, Mademoiselle.** 

" And if they die while we wait, Corbin ? If that 
horrible Taquin starves them to death ? '* 

*^ But he won't, Mademoiselle, you mav be sure. 
He can only make a profit out of them while they are 
alive." 
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'* And those people from down below ? Is there 
anv word of their coming ? " 

None yet, and therefore it may be nearer than we 
think. When they come — ^if they come — ^they will 
come when they are least expected. But my hope is 
in them." 

" My heart gets sick at times at thought of them 
locked up there like wild beasts. I could tear at the 
walls with my fingers ** 

^* It will take more than that. Mademoiselle. If 
we can get the men from Vend^ here for only one day, 
that would be enough." 

" But will they ever come, Corbin ? " she would 
ask, with anxious impatience. 

^^ I will perhaps go down there and see if I can learn 
anything. But they may not be willing to tell me." 
Oh, do go, Corbin. When will you go ? " 

^^ It is a long journey and full of dangers, but I will 
go as soon as I can, Mademoiselle." 

^^ I shall hope much from your going. I will pray 
every day and all day for your safety and success." 

"Well, that may help," he said simply. "The 
good God is not dead yet, though they say those 
people in Paris have done away with Him." 

At other times, when business was over for the day, 
she would climb the steep flights of steps by the 
King's Gate to the walk below the towering walls of 
the Abbey, and wander there because that was the 
nearest she could get to her dear ones. But the walls 
were so overpowering in their majestic height and 
solidity that they pressed like a dead weight on her 
heart and bruised her hopes. And yet she went there 
again and again, lingering about, sitting on the stones 
of the old Hostehy, wandering on past the grim 
Gabriel Tower to the shore, and round by St. Aubert*s 
chapel and well, with longing eyes for the rough steps 
that led from these up into the Abbey, but certam 
knowledge that there was no entrance that way. 

For she waited there among the lower rocks, one 
day, till the red sun dropped down behind Cancale, 
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and the ruddy glow had faded off the wet sands and 
the Mount and the Abbey. And when the shadows 
crept out among the trees and hollows, she crept up 
the ancient steps like one more shadow, and climbed 
right up to the narrow slit of a door through which 
the monks used to come for their water; — a most 
forbidding little door, studded with iron nails, opening 
inwards, and with nothing on this outer face but a 
great round iron drop-handle to draw it to behind you 
as you went down the steps. 

But that strait entrance had been barred these 
many years, and all she could do was to sit there in 
the growing darkness, with a heart full of wishes and 
prayers — ^like Faith at the Gate which leads tlurough 
Death to Life, but more, perhaps, like Sorrow on the 
steps of the tomb. For she knew, only too well, that 
deliverance could come by no such simple means as 
that. 

Inside this huge wall, which seemed to reach right 
up to heaven and shut out hope, was all that lab3nrinth 
oi passages and chapels and guard-rooms and towers 
and enmess flights of steps, and locked doors and 
armed guards. It was no more possible for one to 
get out than for herself to fly up to the arched Cloister 
there, one hundred and fifty feet above her head. 

She dropped down against the barrier and beat it 
impotently with her hands — ^for the moment just a 
petulant child through the hopelessness that was in 
her — ^just a wounded heart knocking despairingly on 
the door of a tomb. 

And when she stumbled down the broken steps 
again in the dark, the tide was washing the foot of 
the Mount, and she had to climb precariously among 
the tumbled rocks, till, bruised and trembling, she 
reached Gabriel's Tower again, and so got back into 
the town. 

And at other times she would go right out on to the 
treacherous sands, under pretence of seeking shells, 
and from that outer distance would look up longingly 
at the ridged roof of the Cloister where they walked^ 
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and it was good to think they were so near, but sad 
to know that a thousand miles between would have 
made them but little further away. 

And madame used to shake her head When she got 
home again, and say, ^^ Don't get yourself into any 
mischief, ma garche. There is nothing to be done 
but wait for the turn of the wheel.*' 
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AMONG THE CBOW8 

Whateveb the emotions caused outside by thdr 
detention, the prisoners inside the Mount were of oiie 
mind» and that that things might have been very 
much worse with them. 

But for the fact that they were behind the bars; 
and that M. Taquin's craving for that gentlemanly 
estate reduced their allowance of food to such meagre 
proportions at times that the dirt at the bottom 
of their soup — ^which Michel averred was its only 
strength — ^was over-plainly discernible ; and that 
there was nothing whatever to do but walk and talk ; 
they had not much to complain of. 

M. de St. Aubin*8 wounds were healing well in 
spite of» perhaps because of, the spare diet. The 
Abb6 Duroc had suffered more and was still very 
weak, and ampler provision would have done him 
good. John Bastian and Michel were perfectly well 
and always hungry. 

To Michel at times, and to the Marquis and John 
Bastian at all times, the greatest anxiety they had 
was the thought of what Mademoiselle must be 
suffering on their account, and the impossibihty of 
setting her heart at rest. 

They had turned over in their minds every possible 
and impossible scheme for communicating with her, 
but not one would work. Night and day they were 
under surveillance; watchmen in their huge pillared 
dormitories under the R^fectoire; armed guards in 
each comer of the cloister when they were suffered to 
take the air there. The quadrangle of the cloister 
was the only place allowed them tlutt was open to the 
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sky, but the walls were high. No distracting views 
of sea and land had been permitted there to draw 
away the thoughts of holy men from heaven. TIm 
only outlook was upwards. 

Amorg that great company of priests there were 
all sorts and conditions — ^kindly old pastors with 
beneficent hearts and faces and straggling grey locks, 
patient under suffering, waiting not imcheerfully for 
the end; and younger and middle-aged pnests, 
bitterly indignant at the turn of events and fiercely 
comminative of the authors of it all. 

But in some things they were agreed. All, for 
example, were very dilapidated in their clothing, 
cassocks and soutanes threadbare, beavers batterra 
and broken. The ruthless broom that had swept 
them headlong out of their parishes and up the steep 
ways of the Mount had bayonets for bristles. 

Agreed also in a conunon mourning over the loss of 
their breviaries. On entering the prison, every book 
had been confiscated, and, to some, these had been 
Ufe-loi g friends and companions, thumbed may be to 
shreds almost, brown with age and use, barely legible 
in places, yet dear to them as their own right lumds, 
ana consecrated by the treasured memories and 
associations of years. 

So you would see, here and there, an old man 
wandering along, his lips muttering the usual prayers, 
and his trembling old hands uplifted to the accus- 
tomed place on his breast, holding an invisible book 
and turning imaginary pages. By life-long usage the 
position of every word was stereotyped on the eye of 
nis mind, and lus shaky thumb mechanically turned 
the supposititious page at the word as he came to it. 

To John Bastian, the sight of these feeble ancients 
was deeply impressive. Never, in the after days, 
could he think of the Mount without seeing again 
those spare dark figures, wandering along with 
unseeing eyes, and murmuring lips, and min£ given 
wholly to unearthly things. 

One small book, inde^, by some miracle escaped 
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the censorship, and for one whole day its owner was 
the richest man among them. But the next night — 
it was when they were sleeping down below among the 
pillars — the rats crept into his very bosom while he 
slept, and in the morning the tiny bitten fragments, 
which alone remained of his treasure, lowered the 
pride of his high estate and reduced him to the level 
of his fellows. 

So they recited their prayers by heart — ^which is 
better than reading them out of a book — and got» 
perhaps, more benefit from them than ever they had 
done before. 

They would have held services, but their gaolers 
put a stop to that at once. God was abolished^ 
religion proscribed, so — you understand I But noth- 
ing coula stop them thinking, and sometimes mutter- 
ing, their prayers, and bruised hearts pray best. 

When Duroc was carried in, he was searched with 
the others, and they found on him a small and ancient 
book, which contained the picture of an aged man 
with curly beard and side-locks and a fillet round hi& 
head. It was printed in characters unknown to 
them, but was without doubt a book of prayer and 
that the picture of a saint. 

To the fire, therefore. But their pilferage roused 
Duroc from his stupor, and seeing what the^ were at, 
he struggled for his book, assuring them it was no 
breviary, but a heathen poet named Homer, at which 
thev shouted with laughter that a priest should lie 
so for the sake of his book. The Marquis confirmed 
him, but all to no purpose. To them it was a book 
of prayers and into the fire it went. 

Among them all there was the good fellowship of 
common misfortune. Some of the older men, who 
required less food than the yourger growing ones, 
regularly shared with them their scanty rations, 
and were hurt when reluctance was shown by the 
recipients. And all had much to tell and were glad 
to tell it. 

So, if there were no books to wile away the long. 
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slow hours, there were, still better, human documents 
ever open to perusal and anxious to be read. And, 
as another result of his imprisonment on the Mount, 
John Bastian dropped all his native prejudices 
against priests, simply as priests. With much of 
their doctrine he heartily disagreed, in spite of all 
their efforts, but he learned that, even among priests 
of the Roman Church, the Christian virtues were not 
lacldng, and he could not but respect them for the 
good that was in them. 

He and the Marquis and Michel and Duroc dis- 
cussed among themselves every possibility of escape, 
and found therein no smallest loop-hole of hope. 
They came reluctantly to the decision that there was 
nothing to be done but to wait. 

If they could have seen Mademoiselle at that 
window-slit, and known that she knew how things 
were with them, their hearts would have been eased 
of their heaviest burdens. 

Corbin, as we know, never failed to impress upon 
her that same necessity of patient waiting, and all 
her own efforts and investigations had but served to 
confirm his views. 

And Dick Basset, down there among the dunes ? 

It was the weariest, dreariest time he had ever 
spent, excepting only their brief stay underground in 
the wood oi Dardaine, which was still worse in most 
respects, but redeemed by the fact that Mademoiselle 
was there with him. 

Here he was all alone, and anxiety on her account 
overtopped any he might have felt as to the pre- 
cariousness of nis own situation. 

All that first day, after she and Corbin left, he lay 
flat among the hummocks watching the Moimt. 

He strained his eyes to count the white things 
already hanging out of the windows of the houses, 
and niade them six. 

The house she was to stop at, if she got in all right, 
was half-way along towards the comer tower there. 
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where he could see the street trend upwards towards 
the Abbey. If a new white cloth appeared there, 
after the time when she might have got in, he would 
know she had at all events arrived safely. 

Just before sunset, when the tide was already 
swelling up the snaky channels of the flats, and 
covering the outer levels as though the water burst 
up in some miraculous way from below, he saw black 
figures hurrying across to the Mount from the main- 
land, and wondered if she were among them. 

Then his eyes strained on those middle houses 
till they felt like cracking. And then a new white 
cloth appeared suddenly in one of the windows, and 
he gave a great sigh of relief. He waved her a greeting 
she could not possibly see, and lay till the sun had 
gone down and the glow had faded off the sea. Then 
he crept back to his burrow, the door of which he had 
taken the precaution to mark with a bunch of dried 
seaweed, lit a tiny fire of bits of driftwood he had 
collected during the day, and had his supper. 

Corbin came in before he had finished, bringing 
more provisions, told him all his news, and ex- 
plained to him very clearly the arrangements he had 
made for further supplies, and they sat long over their 
pipes, intermittently discussing the situation. 

" She will be quite safe with Michelle Drouin,** said 
Corbin. *'*' She is the sister of my wife, who is dead, 
and she is a good woman." 

" And can she do anything by going there ? " 

*' Nothing — except, may be, in some way learn how 
things have gone with them. We can do nothing but 
wait.'* 

He took Dick with him in the direction of Ardevon, 
next morning, bidding him note the way carefully 
lest he should get wandered on his return, showed 
him a tiny cache, on the lines of their larger one, 
where he would find supplies every second day, 
impressed upon him the urgent need for cauticm when 
he left his hiding-place, and went off on his own 
affairs. 
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Dick found his way home, though not without 
difficulty, so bewilderingly alike were the hummocks 
of the dunes, and he la^ for the rest of the day watch- 
ing the Mount and his signal-cloth, and wondering 
how Mademoiselle was faring. 

Thereafter the days fell into a monotonous groove 
for which he found no alleviation. He slept, and ate, 
and lay watching the Mount, by day and by night, 
in sunshine and moonlight and starlight, till every 
line and curve and sweep of it was printed on his 
memory for all time. 

He watched the rabbits and sandpipers and sea- 
gulls, till he Imew them and all their odd ways by 
heart. 

He studied the smaller life and death of that rim of 
the mighty flats most minutely. 

He carved odd things in wood and bone picked up 
along the shore, though he had no smallest skill that 
way. Anything to pass the long, deadly dull days 
and keep him from full surrender to the blues. For 
at times he grew sick of himself, almost weary of life, 
absolutely weary of the life he was leading. 

In sheer desperation he crept along the winding 
ways among the hummocks at times, in the opposite 
direction from the Mount, for simple change of scene. 
He would have welcomed misadventure even, so long 
as it had no ulterior consequences, as a relief. But 
even that was denied him. 

Up there along the shore he found a small stream 
crawling into the bay and eventually losing itself in 
the sand. But, inconsequent as it was, it had made 
for itself a tiny channel, and when the tide was high 
he used to creep along there and have a swim, and 
sometimes he spent half the day there. 

On reaching home after one such lengthy absence, 
he was surprised to hear the murmur of voices as he 
pushed open the door. But one he knew to be 
Corbin*8, so he did not hesitate. 

The outer brightness was still in his eyes and he did 
not at first recognise the other man, who jumped 
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up and welcomed him in a mixtiure of Breton and 
French. 

** It is Blaise Torson, who took Monsdgneur to 
your other Mount/' explained Corbin. 

" Why, of course ! And I'm very glad to see you 
again, M. Torson. Have you come to stay here 
with me for a bit ? I'll be delighted to have your 
company." 

" He will stay two days," said Corbin. " Where 
did you go ? " 

^^ 1 crawl up between the dunes to a stream vonder 
for a bathe now and again. I get mighty tired of 
myself here. Any news ? Have you seen Made- 
moiselle again ? " 

'^ I saw her to-day, and she had good news as far 
as it goes. She had been up into the Abbey and seen 
Monseigneur and M. Michel and the Englishman, and 
they were well." 

She's really seen them ? Did she speak to 
them ? That's grand news. And she is all right 
herself and in no danger ? How did she manage it ? " 

And Corbin brielBy told him all he knew and ended 
with — 

** I am going down into La Vend^ to learn if there 
is any hope of them coming up here as they said." 

*• I'll go with you." 

^^ No, monsieur, it is a long journey and dangerous. 
It may be tern days, fourteen days, l)efore I get back. 
I may never get back. But it is the only way I see 
of serving Monseigneur." 

*^ I might be of some use to you at a pinch." 

^* It is better that I go alone. While I am away 
Blaise here will see to your supplies, and will come 
as often as he can, and he will see Michelle and 
Mademoiselle and bring you news of them." 

** You are a most excellent fellow, Corbin. But I 
wish you'd let me go with you." 

^^ I but do my duty to Monseigneur and M. Michel 
and Mademois^le," said Corbin, wasting no more 
time in argument. ^'They are all we have left. 
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The Blues have taken everything else. Blaise is 
better off. He stiU has his boat. If you hear of us 
coming " — ^he said to Torson — " you will be ready. 
Monseigneur will need you again." 

'^ I will be ready. I shall hope the need may 
come." 

^' If it comes it may be sharp and sudden, like 
lightning in the night. So you will be ready all the 
time." 

" All the time, yes I " 
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CHAPTER XLIV 

THE COMING OF VENDUE 

CoRBiN had said it might be ten or fourteen days 
before he returned. When a full month had passed, 
and still he did not come, Dick and Torson gave up 
hoping. They decided that the direr alternative had 
come to pass and that he would never return. 

When Torson was there they would sit over their 
fire, smoking smuggled tobacco and discussing all the 
evil things that might have befallen him. And Dick 
wondered how lonff this was to go on, and whether he 
was destined to be a rabbit and live among the 
sandhills for the rest of his life. 

And Mademoiselle, on the Mount, was in much the 
same case, in the lowest of spirits and growhig more 
and more hopeless. 

^^ Ma foi, madame," said the jovial Gaillard, ^^ but 
our Mount does not seem to suit the Little One there — 
or else you are treating her as M. Taquin does his 
flock of crows up yonder. Does she not give you 
enough to eat, ma petite ? " 

^^ But yes, monsieur, I assure you. Madame is 
kindness itself. It is my appetite that displeases 
her." 

** Then there is only one other thing to account for it. 
Vou are in love, my child, and he is not here 1 Is it 
not so ? *' — ^and then Mademoiselle would bury herself 
in a basket, or flee into the little back room, while 
M. Gaillard*s great laugh at his own acumen set the 
very cabbages shivering. 

Her heart was heavy for Corbin, too. One more 
life sacrificed for them, she said to herself. And how 
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much longer were things to go on like this, and how 
much longer could she stand it ? 

And up in the Abbey the days passed somehow — 
in the perusal of those better-than-books who had so 
much more to tell than books could ever tell — ^for 
written words are poor mechanical things, even at 
their best, compared with those that come hot from 
the heart, pulsing with life and living memories. 

Some of the older and feebler weakened, sickened, 
died, faithfully and gently ministered to by their 
fellows, commended to God by the prayers of all the 
rest, as they passed to the freedom men denied them, 
and assured of entrance to the happier state if the 
supplications of the living could in anywise compass 
it. Such occasions were very solemn and impressive, 
and even their Pagan jailers put no hindrances in 
their way. 

M. de St. Aubin grew very despondent at times. 

" I cannot see how it is to end," he would say. 
" We may be here for the rest of our lives, unless Paris 
comes to its senses, or some strong man arises who 
can control them, and I do not know of any such. I 
feel it specially for you, my friend *' — ^to Bastian, 
standing good-humouredly in front of him, hands on 
hips, rising and f aUing, first on toes, then on heels, by 
way of extra exercise. " For you have no right to 
be here. It is not as though your political convictions 
had brought you " 

** There are stronger considerations even than 
political ones," said Bastian, with his slight grave 
smile. " And I refuse to be depressed. The country 
is in a state of transition. Anything may happen any 
day." 

But the days crawled heavily, with never a word as 
to what was happening outside, and with never a 
break in the deadly monotony, save when Death 
himself came mercifully in with an order for the 
release of this one and that. 

And then, like lightning in the night, as Corbin 
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had foretold — ^the end ; in a whirling rush, in a wild, 
triumphant madness bom of red-handed oppression 
and evil-dealing, Death and Deliverance marching 
hand in hand and sweeping the country like a tornado. 

Dick got first news of its coming — compensation for 
his wearisome rabbit-life in the dunes. 

Torson came whirling in on him one night, almost 
inarticulate with excitement. 

" I have seen him." 

" Who ? » 

" Corbin." 

*^ Not dead then I I'm mighty glad to hear it ! 
Where ? " 

^^At St. James. They are coming by way of 
JFoug(&re's." 

" Who ? " 

*' The men of Vend6e, as he said — ^a great army, 
hundreds of thousands, and everywhere the Blues are 
routed and in pieces. At Laval they killed over 
twenty thousand of them." 

** My goodness I That sounds like business. And 
they will come here ? They will take the Mount ? " 

" All that. And we are to help " 

" Hooray ! How then ? " 

^' Corbin came on in advance with some cavalry. 
He is set on having the Mount for Monseigneur's sake. 
To-night they will occupy Moidrey, to prevent any 
word getting there. It must be a surprise, you 
understand, or we might tear at it for a year and never 
get in." 

" Yes, yes ! But what are we to do ? " 

" To-morrow, as soon as the sands uncover, which 
is at daybreak, a load of wood will go across to the 
Mount. When it reaches the gateway it will break 
down, so that the gate cannot be closed. It is for us 
to see to that, for ever3rthing depends on it." 

" I see. How soon can we start ? " 

" Presently. If we are at Moidrey by midnight 
that will do. At daybreak we start. The cart 
breaks down in the gateway, and before they know 
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what has happened the horsemen will be upon them^ 
five hundred of them, and there are but one hundred 
and fifty Blues at the Mount. Corbin sent me because 
he said you would want to be there." 

^' I've been wanting to be there for months past. 
Hurrah for Corbin I '* 

'' Now we will eat, and then we will sleep for three 
hours." 

" Sleep ? I couldn't sleep to save my life." 

*^ I have been working. Monseigneur mav need 
my boat to take him to England again ' 

" Hooray ! " 

^' And it will be ready for him whenever he says the 
word." 

So they ate, and then lay down, though Dick could 
not even keep his eyes closed. An hour or two more 
and he would see Mademoiselle again 1 And, if al) 
went well, her father and Michel and Uncle Jack 
would be at liberty, and they would all be en route 
for England 1 Never had his own country appealed 
so strongly to him as during these months of exile 
in a land that knew neither peace nor freedom. 

An hour before midnight found them pressing^ 
noiselessly through the soft sand towards Moidrey,. 
and they were presently captured by a mounted 
patrol while still a mile from the village. A few words- 
of explanation, however, and they were taken at once 
to Corbin, who gave Dick hearty welcome. 

^' You would like to take part in this, monsieur ? '^ 
he asked. 

** It's just what I've been waiting for, M. Corbin^ 
Only show me what I'm to do." 

^^ It is very simple. Here is the cart. There are 
three ^tes, and here are two ropes. At the first gate 
you will pull this one which has one knot on it, and 
the top of the load will fall. At the second gate, pull 
this second rope. At the third gate — you see this 
linch pin with a string to it ? A kick and a pull and 
the wheel is off. You understand ? We shall be 
with you in five minutes after you reach the Mount."* 
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" I understand perfectly." 

** That is your part. Torson will act as driver, and 
speak to them at the gate. You will do the rest. 
And — ^monsieur — ^when we get there, keep near me. 
If tihe front gets too hot I shall go to the back ! " 

" I understand. I'll stick to you like a leech." 

Those hours between midnight and daybreak 
seemed to Dick as long almost as all the months since 
he left home. The tide seemed as if it would never 
turn, the day as if it would never break. 

But Nature neither hastes nor fails, nor takes any 
heed of man's little impatiences. When their time 
came, the waters drew off and disappeared as though 
by magic. The chill, grey clouds in the east softened 
and lightened. And half-an-hour later, the long, 
narrow cart, drawn by three great Norman horses 
with blue sheepskins on their high collars, was creak- 
ing across the sands, which gleamed in the sunrise 
with all the colours of a dsring mackerel ; and Dick, 
walking behind it, felt his heart beating like a drum — 
quick marches of hope, and paeans of victory. 

It seemed a terribly long way, but the load was a 
big one and the sand wet and heavy. He wanted to 
run and shout. He forced his pace to a slouch and 
pulled his beaver over his eyes, and looked from under 
it at the Mount. The battlemented walls and sturdy 
towers grew in height and forbidding strength as they 
drew near. The place would, he was sure, have been 
quite beyond their taking except by stratagem. A 
handful of men could have held it for a year, and 
provisions could always reach it by sea. Corbin's 
was the only way. 

They creaked up to the gate, a little to the left of 
the two round towers that had faced them all the 
way across the sands. It was already open, and 
Torson drove his horses in. 

There was a small guard-room full of men just 
inside. They looked out, but had no concern with a 
load of wood. 

Torson winked at Dick, chimipped to his horses to 
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start them again, and suddenly a great pile of the 
^ood came down by the run and lay all over the 
place. 

" Tonnerre ! " growled Toi6on, and scratched his 
head and stared, and then, with inarticulate oatl^, 
whipped up his horses again. 

A. roar of laughter from the guard-house greeted 
the mischance. And Dick, glancing back across the 
sands, saw a dark cloud loose from the shore and come 
sweeping across towards the Moimt. 

When a further pile of wood came tiunbling down 
at the second gate, the guard roared louder than ever. 
Nerer had it seen such a joke. It shoved and elbowed 
to f et a better view of the mess up the street and the 
faces of the fools who had made it. 

At the third sate the cart broke down bodily, and 
the guard doubled up with enjoyment; and outside 
the walls beat the dull tattoo of two thousand gallop- 
ping hoofs. 

The strange rushing sound of it over-topped their 
laughter. They ran to look, broke into oaths and 
yells, jumped for their muskets, discharged them, and 
ran. 

"' Close that gate ! " shouted the officer in charge. 

"Thousand thunders 1 Clear away that woodl*' 

&nd Dick and Torson sped away up the narrow street, 

lest with understanding should come also a too 

ardent desire for retaliation. 

"" In here," jerked Torson, and swung Dick into a 
dark little shop and slanmied-to the door, and it was 
Mademoiselle's face that peered down at them from 
the narrow staircase in the corner, in vastest wonder 
and amazement. 

'' Dick I " she gasped. 

" They are here,** he panted, " Corbin and the men 
of Vena6e. Listen I " — as a crackle of musketry 
broke out down below, and shoutings, and the street 
was full of rushing feet and hurrying men. 

''Mon Dieul Mon Dieu! What is it then?" 
cried Mme. Drouin from the staircase. 
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"The Vendue has come/* cried Mademoiselle 
jojrfully. " And they will set them all free up there." 

" Oh, mon Dieu ! Mon Dieu 1 " 

The narrow street bellowed with the tumult. Men 
halted for a moment outside and fired, and then sped 
on again towards the safe cover of the Abbey. From 
below came a hoarse roar, louder and louder, and 
crashing volleys, and terrified cries from the houses, 
and the breaking of windows. 

Then there came a blank space when nothin^r 
passed the house but bullets, and then the men of 
Vendue came rushing up, and Dick opened the door 
and looked out. 

** Oh, be careful I ** from Mademoiselle. 

" Corbin told me to stick to him. He is going 
round to the back — ^Ho, Corbin ! " 

Up above, at the Barbacane gate of the Abbey, the 
din was terrific. The garrison was making a valiant 
stand there. 

** No use up there," panted Corbin. " Ah — 
Mademoiselle 1 — We shall get them out for you,*' — 
then to Dick and Torson — " Come quickly ! " — and 
to a mob of wild-looking Venddans — " Follow me, 
friends, and I'll take you m the back way," and they 
all sped back down the narrow way, cumbered now 
with dead and dying men over whom they stepped 
when they could. 

The broken cart still lay under the King's Gate, 
one of the horses lay dead in the road, the others were 
snuffing it curiously. Corbin ran to the cart, rooted 
below the wood, and dragged out a couple of sledge- 
hammers and a couple of iron crowbars. He kept 
one hammer, tossed the other things to some of the 
peasants, and sped up the narrow flight of stone steps 
leading to the walk below the Abbey walls which 
Mademoiselle used to prowl about. 

" I know," panted a voice in Dick's ear. " St* 
Aubert's well," and he ttimed and found Mademoiselle 
herself running alongside him. 

Their course was quite out of sight of the fightin|f 
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round the comer up above, though the din of it 
sounded just above their heads until they reached 
the western side of the Mount and scrambled down 
past the Gabriel Tower to the sands. 

Corbin led them swiftly on, past St. Aubert'& 
Chapel on its little outjutting promontory, till he came 
to the well. Then he struck straight up the long- 
disused fliffht of monkish steps, which led through the 
little wood to the foot of the Merveille itself, where, 
in the north-west angle, was the small postern door 
against which Mademoiselle had hammered so* 
impotently with her hands. 

It was with a feeling of wild exultation that she 
sprang up those steps now. That heavy, forbidding- 
little portal had beaten her before, and sent her away 
despairing. 

Now it was her turn. Every blow of the sledges, 
every yielding creak of the stout iron-studded timbers, 
under the mordant rendings and rivings of the crow- 
bar, sent a triumphant thrill to her heart. When at 
last the stubborn little door yielded at the lock and 
fell sulkily open, all abristle with spiteful grey 
splinters, she was the first to leap through after 
Corbin, and Dick was close at her heels. 

They were now among the ancient substructions of 
the Abbey, and Corbin knew his way like a rat in its 
own run. 

He led them swiftly on, up mouldering stone steps,, 
breaking down opposing doors with hot blows of his 
sledffe-luunmer, tiU they mounted at last to the level 
of the crypt and the ancient cloisters. Then, by 
dark winding ways, they reached the Salle des Cheva- 
liers, where they looked to find the prisoners. But 
neither there nor in the adjoining Salle des Hdtes 
was there a soul — only the scattered straw of their 
beds. 

Up more steps to the R6f ectoire above and the open 
cloisters, but they too were empty. The prisonera 
had gone. 
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THE LITTLE DOOR OF DEATH AND LIFE 

M. DE St. Aubin and Michel and John Bastian and 
the Abb^ Dnroc had their straw pallets side by side, 
under the eastern windows of the Salle des Hdtes. 

Day was just breaking, though the shadows still 
hung heavily in the huge pillared hall, when Bastian 
woke suddenly under the impression of some unusual 
noise — outside or inside he could not be siure. 

He raised himself on his elbow and looked round. 
The floor was covered with straw and motionless 
black figures — nothing whatever there to account 
for his dMurbance. He was not sufficiently awaJce to 
notice that their usual guards were gone, and was 
just sinking back into his straw, since the longer one 
lay the shorter the day, when again, on the great 
arched window above came the dull thud, thud, thud, 
which he recognised as the sound of guns at a distance. 

He jumped up and woke the others. They sat up 
sleepily. 

" Ah ooh ! '* said Michel, with a yawn of pro- 
test. " Not breakfast-time, is it ? " 

^^ Something's happening. Listen ! " 

And almost below the window came the crash of 
musketry, and shouts and cries, and in an instant the 
straw gave up its sleepers and all the room was abuzz. 

The din outside waxed louder and louder. 

'' Our people have gathered and attacked the 
Mount," said the Marquis. ^^ It is Jean Chouan and 
Silver-Leg." 

'' Allons done I We must help them," said Duroc 
all ablaze. 

He ran first to the great door leading to the vestibule 
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which thev were in the habit of using, but it was 
locked and too massive to break down. The whole 
company surged after him in a state of vast excite- 
ment, as, in time of crisis, the many flock always to 
the one who knows. 

Duroc ran to one of the smaller doors leading into 
St. Madeleine's Chapel and hurled himself against it. 
It quivered hopefully. A score of them tried it, with 
shoulders and kicks, and ever it shook but stood. 

It was Bastian who got them to form into line, 
right across the great room, and to push one upon the 
other, the outer man with his feet against the wall, 
the inmost pressing Duroc almost flat, and all between 
groaning under the pressure. Till, without warning, 
the staple outside gave way and the dozen in front 
fell headlong into the chapel. 

The Salle des Hdtes was empty in a trice. Duroc 
led the way down the steps by the old cistern, into 
the crypt under the choir of the church, and roimd 
it to a flight of steps leading into Belle-Chaise. 

And there they all huddled together in doubt, for 
Belle-Chaise was teeming with soldiers and the deep 
passage of the Gouffre was an inferno of shots and 
shouts and yells; as those below slowly forced their 
way up, and those above poured murderous volleys 
into them and beat them back with bayonets and 
clubbed guns. 

^' Come on I " shouted Duroc, and leapt down at the 
nearest man, and hurled him to the ground and 
groped for Yds musket. 

But the others were not possessed as he was. They 
were men of peace. They hung back. Bastian 
elbowed his way through, just in time to see. 

^* Tiens I The Crows are loose 1 " cried a bearded 
guardian, and emptied his musket into Duroc's bent 
head, llie Abb^ fell in a crumpled heap. A dozen 
others turned and let fly at the black throng in the 
doorway, and they all surged back with a bursting 
heave, and scattered this way and that among the 
piUars and shadows of the crypt. 
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Bastian bansed the door to and bolted it, without 
an idea as to miat was to be done next. 

^^ This way 1 " and Michel caught him with one 
arm and his father with the other and dragged them 
across the crypt, and through a narrow angular 
passage into tne old Roman chapels under the 
northern apse of the church. Behind them, the 
crypt echoed with the banging of musket-butts on 
the door. 

*' Duroc ? " panted the Marquis. 

^^ Dead," said Bastian, and they hurried on. 

A narrow winding stair climbed up into the church 
itself, and Michel sped up it, with the intention of 
reaching St. Aubert s postern or the small door on the 
south side. 

The church was already alive with terrified priests 
who had fled up the opposite spiral way. As Michel 
and the others burst m, there surged in also, from 
the adjacent cloister and R^fectoire, a mob of wild 
Vend^ans, and, hot as thqy were f 6r the fray, not one 
of them but doffed his ragged cap or beaver and 
dropped a knee to the altar, before he pressed on 
towards the sounds of the fighting beyond. 

" Rende I " — in a shout of surprise from Michel, 
and there in the midst of the throng were Mademoi- 
selle and Dick and Corbin. 

Mademoiselle rushed at them and flung her arms 
round her father aiid brother and kissed them hun- 
grily. Dick and Uncle Jack gripped hands. 

^^ Can we get out this way ? ** asked Bastian. 
" They're fighting at the front." 

" Yes — small back door where we came in." 

The turmoil outside the eastern ^windows waxed 
louder and louder. Down below, from the crypt 
and the old chapels, came the sounds of shots and 
shouts. 

" To the crypt, Corbin," cried Michel, and led the 
way to the staircase. ** You take the other." 

Wait one moment, Monseigneur," said Co.^bin» 
** I must set these fellows to work," and led the Iray 

\ 

Digitized by VjOOQIC \ 

\ 



LITTLE DOOR OF DEATH AND LIFE 849 

to the other descent. He came panting back as soon 
as he had pointed the way, and beckoned them to 
follow. 

*' But — ^Michel ? " cried Mademoiselle, and as if 
in answer to her cry Michel came running up the 
staircase. 

** They've got them," he cried exultantly, and the 
crypt below rumbled and thundered with the sounds 
of strife. 

Corbin led them swiftly down winding stone stairs 
and passages, towards the cellars under their great 
sleepmg-rooms in the Salle des Chevaliers, in order 
to reach the postern door leading to St. Aubert's 
well. 

Now and again, as they sped down the long stone 
passages, they heard shots and shouts not far away, 
and Corbin would turn into another black opening 
to get as far away from them as possible. 

He understood what had happened and did his 
best to avoid the danger. 

Some of the Blues from Belle-Chaise had beaten 
in the door of the Crypt and followed the flying 
priests, shooting down every man they came upon 
m their passage. Then the Vend^ans had poured 
down into the crypt and through it on to the rear of 
the Blues defending Belle-Chaise, cutting off the 
retreat of those in the passages. And it was these 
who now constituted the greatest danger to Corbin's 



■^i 



the issue of the flffht in Belle-Chaise he had not 
a moment's doubt. The Blues, caught between two 
jBres, were done for. But these chasers of the 
scattered prisoners were a menace which might 
wreck his own immediate hopes on the very point of 
fulfilment. 

And so he turned and doubled and twisted from 
each sound of danger as it presented itself, till not 
one but himself knew where tney had got to, or which 
way to turn next. Now they were running breath- 
lessly down stone steps ; and now along a dark passage* 
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with huge stone pillars, the mighty roots of the 
Merveille, glimmering in the twilight ahead. 

And then he suddenly blocked the way with his 
outstretched arms, and waved them all back. And 
as they stood panting, half-a-dozen black figures 
sped among the pillars in front, and the dark vault 
blazed and bellowed as their pursuers fired at them ; 
one or two fell and the rest fied on, the Blues in full 
chase after them, all unconscious of their own short 
shrift when the Vend^ans should have finished with 
their comrades in Belle-Chaise. 

Every step now had its dangers, and Corbin weighed 
the idea of waiting quietly in concealment till the 
fight at the great gates should be ended. But even 
waiting was full of perils, since any moment the 

Erowling Blues might come across them also, and they 
ad seen what that would mean. 

So— on again, over the bodies of the dead, down 
more stone passages, in among loftier pillars and a 
better light. 

Mademoiselle had panted along bravely, but the 
strain of it all Was telling on her — ^the physical exer- 
tion and the deadly fear that any moment mi|fht 
bring them to disaster. Her brain was blind 
black chaos, her feet felt like lead and carried her 
mechanically. 

A strong arm slipped suddenly through hers and 
her feet took fresh courage. A breath of fresh^ 
westerly wind came whifiing in among the pillars. 

*^ Another minute,'' panted Bastian by her side. 
" I see the door and daylight." 

She glanced up at him gratefully, but had no breath 
for words. 

** Enfin, Dieu merci ! " panted Corbin, and dived 
through the door. 

Michel followed, giving a hand to his father, who 
was almost done. 

As Dick stood aside for Mademoiselle and Bastian 
to pass, there came a shout from behind and a shot. 

What they feared, had come. A gang of half-a- 
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dozen Blues had sighted them, and came swiftly 
between the pillars, loading as they ran. 

Bastian pushed Mademoiselle through into the joy* 
ous wind and sunshine, and hustled Dick after her. 

" Take good care of her, Dick,*' he jerked. " I'U 
see to this,** and he picked up a crowbar that had been 
flung down when they broke in, and pulled the broken 
door to behind him by its pendant iron handle. 

Dick hesitated for a moment and looked as though 
he would stay. But Bastian waved him peremp- 
torily away, and he sped on down the steps after 
Mademoiselle. 

The fresh air and the wild exultation of success set 
her brain whirling. She wanted to shriek and laugh. 
It was all she could do to keep her feet on the broken 
moss-ffrown steps. More than once she stumbled 
and almost fell. Michel and her father and Corbin 
were there in front. Dick and Bastian were close 
behind. She heard their feet gaining on her. She 
tried to quicken her pace, tripped, floundered down 
half-a-dozen steps, and was helped up by Dick Basset. 
And Dick was alone. 

" Why — ^where ? " she jerked, and looking back 

she saw Bastian standing at the top of the steps by 
the postern door. 

He was wrestling furiously with the round iron 
handle and the crowbar. And from the inside — ^now 
that her flight was stayed, though the pulses still 
beat deaf eningly in her ears — she heard the thundering 
blows of musket-butts on the door as the Blues tried 
to break it down. 

She grasped it all at a glance. She looked once 
at her father and Michel, hurrying on unaware of 
catastrophe. Then — 

*' Mais non, mon Dieu 1 ** and she was running up 
the steps again. 

" You can do nothing," panted Dick behind her. 

But she stumbled blindly on towards Bastian and 
certain death. 

A shot rang out from a crack in the door and passed 
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over their heads, and they saw venomous steel blades 
thrusting through here and there about the broken 
loek and flashing in the sunlight. 

It was madness to go on or to let her go. 

Another shot came over them, and Dick caught 
lier round the waist and dragged her flat to the steps, 
;and she lay there pantingand struggling, and sobbing, 
** Oh, mon Dieu I — ^Mon Dieu I — Mon Dieu 1 " 

Bastian's sailorly eye had seen how to utilise the 
crowbar as he picked it up. 

With it he could hold the Blues as long as that 
round iron handle would stand the strain, and 
that ought to be long enough to let the others get 
clear. 

He slipped a short length of the crowbar through 
the hanole, and braced the longer part against the 
rough side wall of the door, and janmied it down hard 
and tight. It formed a lever, of which the short arm 
rested on the door, the long arm on the stone door- 
cheek, and the handle was the fulcrum. As long as 
the fulcrum stood, and the lever kept in position, the 
door could not possibly open. 

The fulcrum ne could not answer for, but it looked 
«olid and might serve. The lever he would see to. 

The men mside made noise enough for a score, 
but he thought they were not more than half-a-dozen. 
If they managed to get through. . . • But they must 
not, for half-a-dozen muskets up there would make an 
<easy and speedy end of those below. 

They beat at the door with their musket-butts. 
They jabbed with their bayonets at the damaged 
part by the lock, and it began to rive apart there, 
but grudgingly and stubbornly as thougn bent on 
-doing its duty to the end. The stout old timbers 
were matted with huge iron nails, bolt-headed on 
each side. To break through was next to impossible, 
but it was possible to make holes big enough for 
bayonets and gun-barrels. And presently the veno- 
mous steel came thrusting through, and then the 
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shots which whistled over the heads of the two on the 
steps. 

Bastian, round the face of the wall, hung on to the 
end of his lever like grim death and watched the iron 
handle. Neither shot nor steel could reach him 
there. He was perfectly safe — so long as that handle 
held. 

The bayonets jabbed viciously at his lever to knock 
it out of position. A shot struck it and set his arms 
tinffling. 

u they had the sense now to unscrew the bolt that 
kept the handle firm — ^he would be done. 

But that was beyond them, even if they had 
thought of it. They shouted and swore, and thrust 
and fired, and ismashed bits off the door with the butts 
of their muskets, but their blood was too hot for 
calculated thought. The stout little door stood 
nobly, and every minute was to the good for those 
on in front. 

He turned, for the first time, to see how they were 
buing, and almost loosed his hold on the crowbar 
at the appalling sight of Mademoiselle and Dick 
lying on the steps below. 

At first he thought they had been hit. Then he 
saw Dick's arm holding her, and dragging her down 
by main force whenever a shot came. 

M. de St. Aubin and Michel and Corbin were down 
at the foot of the rock gazing up in amazement. 
In the excitement of the flight, and with the wind 
in their faces, they had known nothing of the struggle 
up above, till the shots rang out and brought them to 
a stand. 

Corbin started off up the steps again, bent on 
Mademoiselle's safety. He ducked at the shots and 
crept on till he was alongside them. 

Come, Mademoiselle I ** he urged peremptorily. 
" Off this way through the wood." 

" No ! • . . No ! . . . I will not. . . • Not till he 
comes toe . . ." she panted, without even looking 
round at him. 

A ▲ 
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'" But it is foolishness. You do no good here," 
and then, knowing her well and the uselessness of 
arguing when her mind was set, ^^ Eh bien, I will send 
him to you," and he jumped down off the steps, to 
get out of the line of fire, and began scrambling up 
the rough slope towards Bastian. 

But before he could cany out his very worthy 
purpose, the end came, swiftly and suddenly, from 
two quarters. 

A mighty shout from the other side of the Mount 
rent the air, and all but Bastian and his immediate 
foes heard it and knew that the fight there was won. 

At the postern door they were much too busy and 
too noisy to hear anything but themselves. 

By dint of much pounding the Uttle door was giving 
way piecemeal round the broken lock. Fierce grimy 
fingers were able to protrude and grip the woodwork 
and shake it, and so to imperil the hola of thcf crowbar. 
The round handle itself no longer stood rigid to its 
base, but sagged and wobbled and looked hke giving 
altogether. 

As the door shook fiercely to and fro, the hold of 
the lever tightened and slackened so quicUy tiiat it 
was difficult to keep it in position. 

Then, a sudden imexpected loosening of the strain, 
a smart upward blow from a deftly inserted bayonet, 
and the crowbar slipped from the ring, and the door 
was open. 

DicK Basset saw it and dri^ged Mademoiselle off 
the steps, and they fell together in a heap on the 
rough ^und alongside. 

Bastian pressed back along the wall and swtmg 
up the bar for the benefit of the first head that 
appeared. A bayonet on a gun-barrel came tenta- 
tively out, and received such a smashing blow that 
the broken gun went clattering down the steps. 

Three more bayonetted barrels were thrust out 
to tempt another blow, and crawling below them came 
one with levelled gun to make an end of it. But 
Bastian was so near death that he was alive to the 
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finger-tips. He saw the deadly barrel and smashed 
in at it under the shielding bayonets. 

The Uttle doorway beflowed with the discharj^e 
just as his blow got in. He felt a hot rip along ms 
left leg, and the man who had fired came tumbling 
out, stimned with the impact of his own gun-stock 
against his head, under the force of Bastian's blow. 

Then, inside the pillared hall, there rose shouts 
and a shot or two, and when a long-haired Venddan 
came out through the doorway to see what the Blues 
had been at, he first passed his bayonet through the 
fallen Blue to make sure of him, and then turned, 
found Bastian t3ring up his leg with his handkerchief, 
Corbin just climbing up to his assistance, Dick Basset 
running up the steps for the same purpose, and 
Mademoiselle running down them to join ner father 
and brother on the sands below. 

Corbin and the Venddan exulted in gutturals. As 
Dick came up, Bastian asked sharply — 

" What on earth made you stop there, Dick ? 
Why didn't you take her down ? " 

" She wouldn't go," and at something in his tone 
Bastian looked up quickly from his tying operations, 
and saw the fine boyish face colourless under the 
healthy brown, and the frank eyes brinuningly bright. 

"Wouldn't go? Why?" 

" We werp nearly at the bottom, but when she 
found you were up there she turned and ran back." 

" It was fooUsn," said Bastian quietly. " It's a 
mercy you weren't both shot." 

" Much damage ? " asked Dick, swallowing his 
f eeUngs ; his hopes he had interred on the steps down 
there. 

"" Only flesh, I think," as he stood up and tried 
his leg. " Bleeding a bit. We'll see to it later. 
Let us get down. They're waiting for us," and they 
went slowly down the steps, Bastian's head in some- 
what of a confusion in accord with the wild beating 
of his heart down below. 

Mademoiselle was talking energetically to Michel 
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with her face turned from them. M. de St. Aubin 
came up to Bastian with outstretched hands. 

*^ You add continually to our already ^reat obliga- 
tions, my friend," he said with much feelmg. 

**' It was nothing. I was afraid they would pot 
some of us unless they were stopped.** 

*^ It was everything, and it might have meant 
death to you. Thank God, it is no worse t Is it 
much ? " 

" Just a graze. The very last shot." 

*^ Ren^e, Michel, have you no thanks for M. 
Bastian ? " 

" We are very, very grateful," said Mademoiselle, 
with one quick up-glanoe at Bastian, and then a 
downcasting of eloquent eyes. ** You are wounded ? " 
— ^with an anxious clasp of the hands. 

^* It is nothing. It is we who should be thanking 
you, and Dick, and the good Corbin, for opening our 
cace," said Bastian quickly. " Where do we go now ? " 
Blaise Torson will be wiuting at the front gate," 
said Corbin. ^^ His chasse-mar6e is at Monseigneur's 
disposal to take him where he will." 

Good — ^my good Corbin! Let us find Torson 
first then," and they set off round the Mount along 
the sands. 

'' How are things at Roche Corin, Corbin ? " asked 
the Marquis. 

^^ It has been occupied by the Blues all along, 
Monseigneur. But it will be empty now. The men 
of Vendue have gone up to Granville. They take 
Avranches to-day." 

** Can they hold them ? " 

^^ God knows ! They have ^ven me all I brought 
them here for. In time the Blues will come back, 
I suppose." 

** I would visit Roche Corin " 

^^ I understand," said Corbin. ^^ And that is quite 

easy. You have something to get there " 

Yes, I have something to get there. What news 
have you of M. de St. Croix ? He was wounded ^*' 
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^^ He died the following day, Monseigneur.'* 

** Dead ? — ^My poor Godefroi I That is ill news, 
Corbin. He saved our lives at the risk of his 
own. 

*^ It was worth it. Death has had his own way 
round here of late, and a man may do worse than give 
his Ufe for his friends." 

'^ Ay ! • • . And better to die on the jBeld than on 
the scaffold," said the Marquis soberly. " If he had 
lived I fear they would have required our lives at his 
hands." 

** Without a doubt," said Corbin. 

As they came round by the ramparts they found 
the peasant-warriors completing their victory by 
hurling the cannons over the walls on to the sands 
below, and tossing the cannon-balls after them. 

Blaise Torson greeted them at the gate with a 
wide smile of welcome, and pointed exultantly to the 
remains of his load of wood still lying about. 

" You did it well, my Blaise," said Corbin. " With- 
out you ar d Monsieur here we should never have got 
in as we did. Now where is your boat ? Monseigneur 
would visit Roche Corin and then he will away to 
Enffland." 

She is out there," said Blaise, with a compre- 
hensive wave of the arm towards the sea. ** She will 
come in on the tide and send in her small boat — ^then 
where you wiD." 

" We will wait for the boat and go over to Roche 
Corin in it, and then go straight out to the chasse* 
mar^," said M. de St. Aubin. ''M. Bastian must 
have his wound seen to." 

'*My good Mme. Drouin will see to it with her 
healing ointment, and besides, I must bid her good- 
bye," said Mademoiselle, and she led the way up the 
cumbered street. 

Inside, the little town was like a disturbed ant-heap, 
the narrow way swarming with long-haired, black- 
beavered men mm Vend^, some stiu pushing up to 
the captured Abbey to see all they could; others 
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streaming back, wounded or assisting their wounded 
fellows ; broken men lying about everywhere and beine 
bound up and given refreshments ; every dark arched 
doorway turned into a house of call for the victors; 
wine and cider and food free to all ; lean-faced priests, 
rejoicing in their release, helping the wounded ; and 
here and there, in a silent little ring of sympatlusers, 
offering consolation to the dying. 

Mme. Drouin, with the native caution which fore- 
saw a possible return of the other side, was sitting 
quietly in her little back room, wondering if business 
would set back to normal lines before her stock of 
vegetables went bad on her hands. 

If choice had been given her she would have liked 
the old quiet days of the pilgrimages back again. 
She did not hold with all this fighting. It was not 
good for business. A lone woman must Uve and the 
Blues had not been bad customers. These wild men 
from Vendue, prowling up and down the street hke 
hungry wolves, looked capable of eating one out of 
house and home, but the very last thing she would 
associate with them was the idea of their paying for 
anything they took. 

When her outer door was flung wide, and she heard 
people pouring into her shop, she sprang up prepared 
to defi^nd her cabbages with hand and tongue. 
' Theh ^Mademoiselle burst into the inner room and 
flung her arms round her neck with an exultant, ** IVe 
got them, every ohe. And here is one of our friends 
wounded, and you will see to it with your ointments, 
niy good Michelle. And this is my father and my 
brother. And we have come to say good-bye, and 
— ^wait a moment,** and she was away up the narrow 
staircase and down again, before madame had found 
breath enough to ejaculate more than ^^ Mon Dieu ! 
Mon Dieu ! and to set her coilfe straight, and drop 
a curtsey to Monseigneur and M. Michel. 

" Here," panted Mademoiselle, " is all the money 
I have," and she poured gold into madame's lap» 
^* and from England we will send you more by Blaise 
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Torson. The St* Aubins never forget those who 
serve them. Now, please see to M. Bastian's wound, 
and bind it up so that it will take no harm till he 
reaches England.*' 

** Yes, yes 1 It's Michelle Drouin for the ointments 
that soothe and heal. Let us see then 1 Sit you 
down, monsieur. Is it steel or shot ? " as she roUed 
up the leg of his trouser and pulled off his boot and 
stocking. 

'^ It is nothing," said Bastian, smiling amusedly 
at all this energy. ^^ A shot through there. No 
bone broken, I think." 

" Quite right — ^gone through — ^but all the better 
for being cleansed," as she bathed it carefully. 
*^ Now some of this ointment and bind it up — so, and 
you'll not feel it again till you get to England, I'll 
warrant you, monsieur. How is that now ? " 

" Wonderful 1 You're as good as a whole handful 
of doctors, madame." 

"" Doctors — ^tchah ! If the doctors knew as much 
about herbs and ointments as I do — But there — ^you 
are all of you starving, I'll be bound, and I'm chatter- 
ing like a magpie. Oh, I know what kind of meals 
M. Taquin gave you up there. Ma petite — ^ah, tiens, I 
was forgetting ! — ^all the same. Mademoiselle, there 
are eggs out there in the shop and salad in plenty, 
and my omelettes are as good for the inside as my 
ointments for the outside," and she and Mademoiselle 
set vigorously to work on the preparation of a meal 
such as most of them had not seen for months. 

^' Seeing that we had no breakfast and may hot 
get any dinner, this wiU be most acceptable, madame," 
said the Marquis. 

^* If the passage is anything like the last time, we 
shall not need much dinner," said Michel. 

'' Make sure of a good breakfast,"* laughed Bastian. 
*' You can make up for dinner when we get home." 

Dick was very auiet, under the influence of an 
emptiness which did not arise from lack of food ; but 
madame's omelettes would have provoked a fasting 
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saint to sin, and he made equal play on them with 
the rest- 
Blaise Torson, after eating his fill, strolled up the 
street to the Watch Tower m the angle of the waU 
near the great gate of the Abbey. And in due 
course, he came running in cumbrous haste to tell 
them that his boat was in sight and he could see the 
sails of the chasse-mar£e out beyond. 
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CHAPTER XLVI 

A LIFTINO OF VEILS 

John Bastian did his best to persuade himself 
that the unusual uplift he was experiencing was due 
to loss of blood and perhaps a touch of fever from his 
wound. 

Never in his life» so far as he could precisely recall 
it, had he felt quite Uke this before. He had been 
wounded more than once and much worse than this 
trifle, but none of his previous wounds had developed 
in him such curious symptoms. 

Was he light-headed, he wondered. As far as 
he could make out, his mind was perfectly rational. 
He could think connectedly. He could even reason 
weightily with lumself, head against heart, and win 
head's case and deliver judgment, though heart 
indeed refused to accept the verdict or be in any degree 
bound by it. 

For the fact remained— explain it away, belittle 
it, confuse its meaning, as you might — she had run 
back up those steps, and had refused to go until his 
safety was manifest. 

She had, in the wild whirl of their flight, lost her 
head for the moment, and nm towards danger in- 
stead of from it, as a horse bolts into a burning stable. 
There was nothing in that. 

Her mind had been set so strenuously on getting 
them all safely out of prison, that, at sight of one of 
them left behind — no matter which — she had in- 
stinctively run back to help. There was nothing in 
that — except one more proof of the great goodness of 
her heart. 

Her heart was wrapped up in her father and Michel. 
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Maybe she had thought, in some strange womanly 
impulse of self -sacrifice, that b^ focussing the danger 
on herself she would divert it from them. There 
was much in that, but nothing for him — ^from his 
point of view. 

He was in the habit of looking things and himself 
squarely in the face; and believe that she ran back 
because it was he who lagged behind, he would not. 
That would be assuming altogether too much and 
quite unjustifiably. 

That she was dearer to him than anything life had 
ever offered, or ever could offer him, he had to ac- 
knowledge to himself — and found therein a great 
novel joy. 

He was large-minded enough, however, to view 
the matter with a certain amount of detachment. 
In the merely incidental and distinctly impertinent 
matter of years there might be something to be said, 
of course, but he had never before realised how little 
mere years have to do with a man's actual age. He 
felt himself younger, infinitely younger, than the day 
he donned his middy's uniform and weightily climbed 
the side of his first ship. To Mademoiselle, however^ 
he might appear middle-aged. 

And then there was Dick I It was quite impossible 
that Dick should not be in love with her. He would 
have been ashamed of him if he were not. No 
impressionable boy could possibly have been thrown 
into such close and unconventional relationship with 
such a girl without falling head over ears in love with 
her. 

At the moment, indeed, Dick seemed burdened 
in his mind, and as unlike his usual self as if it were he 
who had got a Blue bullet, not simply through the 
leg but through some much more vital part. He 
hardly spoke a word and his face was overcast and 
quite unnaturally rigid. 

He must look into that. Perhaps the boy had got 
hurt somehow, and was hiding it that he might not 
add to their difficulties. 
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Anyway, youth draws to youth, and it ill-becomes 
even young middle-age to step in between them. 
Still, that did happen. It had happened — ^ay, and 
he still remembered the smart of it after all these 
years 1 God forbid that he should bruise this boy's 
heart as the boy's father had unwittingly bruised his ! 

He would stand aside and let things take their 
course. It was the only thing to do, and he thought 
he was strong enough to temper his love for her 
within proper and reasonable bounds. 

And, indeed, ever since they got down to level 
earth — ^from those exalted moments on the Mount — 
Mademoiselle had come to herself, had obviously 
recognised the folly of her ways, had repented her of 
her light-headed impulsiveness, and had seemed to 
avoid him rather than otherwise. 

When Torson's boat came nosinff in under the old 
gateway it was obviously incapable of taking them 
all in. 

M. de St. Aubin suggested that he and Corbin alone 
should go across to Roche Corin, while the others 
waited their return on the Mount. 

" Better at Tombelaine," said Torson. " For if you 
can do all you want on one tide, Monseigneur, it will 
be the best. You see, one never knows what will 
happen. If it should come on to blow outside there, 
my boat would have to run for it, and you might be 
kept here a week." 

That would never do. I can do all I want in a 
couple of hours." 

'' Then we can come out on the tide and that will 
be all right." 

'^ All the same, I am going," said Mademoiselle 
imperatively. " I must see the old house once more. 
We may never come back again." 

" I, cdso," said Michel. 

^^ It will be a tight fit," said Torson, scratching 
his head to quicken his wits. 

^^ Dick and I will wait here for you, and you will 
pick us up as you come back," said Bastian. 
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*^ Better still then if you would wait for us on 
Tombelaine there/* said Torson. ** You see, we may 
be short of water and there b something of a channd 
there." 

It is all the same to us. How do we get there 7 " 
1*11 see to that. The men here shall put you 



it 



^ And when you return 7 Your boat won't hold 
anv more then than it will now.** 

" No, mon Dieu, that's true I Eh b*en, voyons — 
the men who take you to Tombelaine shall wait there 
and bring you along to the ship. If it is too far out 
for them to get back we*U carry them to Cancale.** 

So he sought out some of his acquaintances among 
the Mount's men, and made a bargain with them, 
and as his boat set off for Roche Corin, Bastian and 
Dick were pulled away, under the curious eyes of the 
peasants who thronged the battlements, to the great 
rock of Tombelaine out in the middle of the bay. 

It was when they were sitting there among the 
boulders, gazing out on the stately pile of the Mount 
in front---^rene and beautiful, as though prison-bars 
and death were things unknown to it — and on the 
▼ast wavering sweep of the low yellow shores of the 
bay behind it, that Bastian and Dick had matters 
out. 

^^ Dick, boy, what*s up ? ** asked Bastian, with a 
friendly hand on the boy s knee. 

" You know," said Dick, with a wince, as though 
he had touched a raw wound. 

" I, Dick ? I don't think so. What is it, lad 7 " 

" Mademoiselle," blurted Dick, reddening furiously. 

'' Mademoiselle 7 ... Is anything wrong between 
you 7 " 

*' There's nothing at all between us. It's you." 

" What do you mean 7 " 

" It's you she cares for *• 

" Dick ! " 

" Don't you care for her — in that way 7 *• — ^with 
a little gleam of hope. 
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" Of course I do. How could I help it T But — I 
thought — ^I did not know " 

^' I found it out when I pulled her down on those 
steps. Before, I hadn't been sure. But there was 
no mistake about it then. Every bit of her was 
afraid for you. She said things she did not know. 
But it was all for you. She had not a thought for 
me, or for Corbin, or for her father and Michel." 

^^ Dick, lad — are you sure ? Do you know what 
you*re sayiuj 



ying ? 
? Of< 



*^ Sure ? Of course I'm sure. Do you think a man 
makes any mistake in a thing like that ? " 

Bastian dropped his head into his hands. It was 
almost inconceivable to him. It was too great a 
thing to comprehend all at once. He remained a 
long time without speaking. 

"" Believe me, dear lad," he said at last, '^ I had no 
mind to come between you and her. She has all my 
heart, but I thought no one knew it but myself, and 
I would not have lifted a finger to take her away 
from you." 

^* Oh, I know, I know. . • . It*s just the way 
things go, and I know it's not your fault. Uncle 
Jack. ... I was afraid it was so, once before. But 

I hoped But after those steps this morning 

No, there's only one man in the world for her, and 
that's you. And I'm — ^I'm glad " — swallowing his 
feelings bravely — " it's you, since it had to be some 
one else." 

** I suppose it was inevitable," said Bastian pre- 
sently. *^ No man could see as much of her as we 
have without losing his heart to her. But, truly, I 
thought I had kept it all to myself. And if it had 
been you, Dick, as I thought surely it would be, I 
would have done my best to rejoice with you." 

*^ I know, I know ... I feel a bit sick at present, 
but . . yes, I'm dad it's you, Unde Jack, and not 
some beastly Frenchman." 

** The man who had hoped to marry her, her cousin, 
Godefroi de St. Croix, was a man among men and a 
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Frenchman at that," and, as they sat there, he told 
Dick in detail how St. Croix had given his life for 
them, as surely as if he had walked up to the guillotine 
and placed his neck under the knife. 

'' He must have been a fine fellow," said Dick. 
" But she did not care for him — ^in that way, I know." 

.And presently they saw a black speck put out from 
Roche Corin and come steadily towards them across 
the rippled grey waters of the bay, and they got into 
their own boat and sat waiting. 
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CHAPTER XLVII 

THE MOUNT OF PEACE 

It would be no easy matter to describe all John 
Bastian's thoughts and feelings as he sat quietly 
watching the approaching boat. 

There were in him exultation, exaltation, reverence, 
curiosity to see how she would bear herself towards 
him, awe that so wonderful a gift should be vouch- 
safed to him or any man, doubt as to whether, with 
the insight Dick had given him as to the feelinff that 
was in her, he could possibly school his face and eyes 
to the necessary aloofness till the right time came to 
speak. For he was suflRciently conversant with 
iSrench customs to know that he must broach the 
matter first with her father, and that would not be 
possible under present circumstances. 

How M. de St. Aubin would regard him in the 
new r61e of suitor for the hand of his daughter, he 
could not tell, but his mind was not greatly disturbed 
thereby. M. de St. Aubin would, he thought, be 
guided entirely by Mademoiselle's wishes in the matter. 

He did his best not to look at her too pointedly 
as the boat swung in to the rock, but their eyes met, 
even in the distance, and a new Strang thrill shot 
through him and set his heart leaping wildly. Made- 
moiselle turned and talked to Michel as though 
endeavouring to make up for lost time. 

" Bon voyage ? *' he asked M. de St. Aubin lightly. 

•• Bon voyage, merci I I have got what I went 
for, and now we will get on. The tide is running 
out, and our good Torson says we have no time to 

spare." 

3e7 
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They saw Mademoiselle, in the boat in front, wave 
her hand to the Mount, but could not hear her quietly 
resolute, " Adieu, my Mount ! You are without 
doubt the more beautiful of the two, but I love my 
other one best." 

And slowly it faded behind them, as the distant 
sails of the chasse-mar£e rose in front — ^faded till 
its softly-pencilled lines of perfect beauty became 
ethereal and dream-like, never to be forgotten by 
any of them, by reason of the harsher memories 
the remembrance of it must always evoke in all 
their minds. 

Before sunset they had dropped their last link 
with the Mount off Cancale, and were stealing cauti- 
ously nor'-nor*-west, with all their thoughts and hopes 
on that other Mount, where anything that was lack- 
ing in the matter of architectural beauty was more 
than compensated for by the much more satisfying 
qualities of safety, peace and friendship. 

With a good south-west wind abeam all the way 
their voyage was quick and prosperous. 

If Bastian's eyes had not been opened he would 
certainly have feared, from Mademoiselle's unusual 
reserve, that he had in some unintentional way 
offended her. As it was, however, he bore her 
hiunour with most perfect equanimity, made such 
arrangements as were possible for her comfort during 
the night, and possessed his soul in patience and 
exceeding happiness. 

They swept round Lizard before sunset, and came 
foaming along between Iron Gates and Mountamopus 
in time to see the last red rays still lingering on the 
Mount as though loath to leave it. 

" The dear Mount — and the glory of it ! " said 
Mademoiselle, with shining eyes. *'0h, but I am 
glad to be home again 1 '* 

^^How small and simple it looks compared with 
the other," said Bastian provocatively. 

And she shot a quick glance at him and then looked 
back at the Mount. 
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'* There are better things even than beauty/' she 
said quietly. 

Every man, woman and child was on the quay 
when they swung into the harbour, for speculation 
as to what had b^ome of them all had long since died 
of starvation. 

Aunt Becky Rodda took one long comprehen- 
sive look at their numbers, and then turned and 
trotted back to her kitchen to make ready for 
them. 

John Broad and Bob Ivy grinned their widest as 
they met them on the granite steps, and said, *'* Bin 
expectin' of *ee every day since we got back ** — ^which 
if a somewhat exaggerated statement of actual fact 
was one that no one else could coimter. 

And little Janny Broad, who had long since appre- 
hended the virtue attached to the bringer of ffood 
tidings, hurled himself into a small boat and sciuled, 
for dear life and hoped-for reward, across to Gun- 
darron to tell Dr. Dan and the Vicar, and earned a 
double fee by bringing them back with him, with 
the water lapping in over the stem because of their 
weight. 

They burst in on the travellers just as they were 
falling hungrily on Aunt Becky's scratch supper, with 
Aunt Becky and Duance Jago buzzing about and 
plyinff them with victuals imder the impression that 
they had none of them had a decent meal since they 
left home. 
" Well, well, well I But I'm glad to see you all 
safe home again," cried Dr. Dan. ^' Not one missins ! 
It's more than we dared hope for. In fact we^d 
about given up hope of ever setting eyes on any of 
you again." 

** I always believed they'd turn up all right — 
some of them, at all events," said the Vicar, rubbing 
his legs to dry them. 

** Hear him I And he's been as melancholy as a 

Bave-digger ever since Mademoiselle and that rascal 
ick levanted in the KiUiwake. We've crows to 

BB 
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pick with you two for that. You might at all events 
have given us the chance of going too.'* 

^^ But we had to think of your patients and parish- 
ioners/' said Mademoiselle demurely. **' And besides* 
you would have stopped us if you had known." 

" Well, well ! All this makes me hungry. Any 
provender left, Aunt Becky ? And, now, tell us all 
about it." 

But that took more than one long sitting, and Dr. 
Dan's eyes and the Vicar's were still at their widest, 
when Mademoiselle turned suddenly to Bastian and 
said, ^^ And your wound — should you not have it 
seen to ? " 

" A wound, John ? " — ^pricked up Dr. Dan. " What 
is it ? " and carried him off at once to the kitchen for 
examination. 

^' Who put this stuff on and did it up for you like 
that ? " he asked. 

*' Madame Drouin of the other Mount." 
" Clever woman, whoever she is ! Wish I had her 
here. She doesn't want to flit, I suppose ? " 
** I don't suppose so." 

*^That ointment of hers has saved us a lot of 
trouble. But if you want to save a lot more you'll 
give it all the rest you can. You're in excellent 
condition. It will heal quickly." 
" Thanks to M. Taquin." 
" Who's M. Taquin ? " 

'* The man who didn't give us too much to eat on 
the other Mount." 

" Sensible fellow. We eat too much." 
The younger folk were yawning, in spite of all their 
efforts at propriety, before Dr. Dan and the Vicar 
could persuade themselves to the passage of the 
Causeway. John Bastian always accompanied them 
to the gap in the wall, but being peremptorily for- 
bidden thereto by Dr. Dan, M. de St. Aubin courteously 
took his place and saw them off the precincts, and 
Mademoiselle and Michel and Dick Basset went off 
to their beds. 
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"" To be at home again and feel at liberty to come 
and ffo as one would is a most delightful sensation/' 
said M. de St. Aubin as he came in again. 

" Yes, we have every reason to be grateful. ... I 
am going to take advantage of this opportunity 
to tax your friendliness and good-feeling to the 
utmost. Monsieur. I want your permission to ask 
your daughter to become my wife. 

*^ Ah," said the Marquis quietly, with his eyes 
dwelling contemplatively on Bastian's face, as though 
regarding it from an entirely novel point of view. 
" Have you ffrounds for your hopes, my friend ? " 

'^ I think I may say so, though it might be difficult 
to explain them." 

^^ If it is so I would not think of interfering with 
her happiness. For yourself, M. Bastian, you know in 
what very high esteem I hold you. I know no man 
in whose hands her future is likely to be more happily 
assured— 1 — " 

" I am very grateful to you " 

^* You are aware, no doubt, that we had other 
views But that is all over, and 



Well, to tell the truth, I do not know that she ever 
regarded the matter very favourably, though no 
doubt she would have fallen in with the family 
feeling. But our poor Godefroi gave his life for us 
and is gone, and his estates come over to us now in 
the natural course of things." 

** I want nothing but herself. I have enough to 
keep her in all possible happiness and comfort." 

'^ If she accepts you for her husband, and things 
across there ever straighten out again, it may mean 
that you will have to accept still greater responsi- 
bilities in the future." 

*' If she accepts me I will imdertake all that that 
involves, though, indeed, I had not considered any- 
thing of the kind." 

^^ I do not suppose you had. But all the Picardy 
estates will come to her, and you would not wish to 
expatriate her entirely." 
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I wish absolutely nothing but her happiness. 
Her wish will be my law." 

*^ Well, speak to her yourself » my friend, and I 
will wish you God-speed. And now I think it is 
high time a wounded man got away to bed," and 
with a hearty shake of the hand they parted. 
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CHAPTER XLVIII 

FRXHTION 

John Bastian was not one to let the grass grow 
under his feet, but a man with one leg out of action 
and under strict injunctions to use it as little as 
possible, is considerably handicapped in the making 
of opportunities. 

But if ever a man was in a position to wait quietly 
till the right moment should come, he was. He had 
cleared the approaches, and nothing but a word or 
two lay between him and his heart's desire. 

He was perfectly happy, in spite even of Dick's 
pretematurally sober face. Dick was yoimg and 
would get over it, and would be all the better man 
for having come so well through it. And Made- 
moiselle's re-assumption of that thin veil of reserve, 
which had first fallen upon her when he came down 
those blessed old stone steps by St. Aubert's Well, 
and joined them on the sanos below the other Mount, 
neither misled him nor troubled him, except some- 
what on her account. Had he not since then looked 
into her eyes as she came across from Roche Corin, 
and looked with knowledge and understanding ? 

In that instant when their eyes met it had seemed 
to him that she saw in a flash all that was in him 
concerning her — saw his soul bare of eveiy thought 
or wish apart from her, and had not recoilea from the 
knowledge or resented it. And his heart beat high 
and fast each time he recalled it. 

That she had immediately turned to Michel and 
overwhelmed him with inconsequent chatter, was 
nothing, nor was the undoubted fact that die had 
held herself somewhat aloof ever since. 

373 
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Whatever might be his feeling towards her» and 
however much she might be aware of it, she was 
without doubt over-conscious of the fact that, in 
losing her head and running back up those steps, 
she had betrayed her own feelings in a way that was 
contrary to all her instincts and upbringing. 

And so the sooner he could speak to her and end 
the tension the better. 

After breakfast the more active members of the 
party set off at once for the old grey house on top 
of the Mount, to hurry on Mr. and Mrs. Jago's and 
Duance's preparations for their return there; and 
M. de St. Aubin, before he followed them, assisted 
Bastian to a warm nook under the sea-wall, where, 
sitting in one chair with his leg on another, he could 
ta^e the sun and air and lounge at his ease. 

And as he lay there he travelled back and forth 
along the primrose path which Mademoiselle's coming 
had opened before them all, but most of all before 
himself; from that first wild night when with her 
father and brother she had sought a scanty refuge 
among them, and by her charm and beauty had 
captured all their hearts and a new kingdom for 
herself. 

Since ever she set foot on it the hoary old Rock 
in the Wood had blossomed like a garden of roses. 
And the clouds and storms that had swept over them 
had, by God's good mercy, done no harm, but had 
rather served to bring out the finer fragrance of the 
flowers. It had been very wonderful. He was very 
grateful. 

And she was just up there, setting the old grey 
house in order, and though he could not see her 
with the bodily eye 

A slight figure showed for an instant on the ragged 
shoulder of rock, where the path from the house 
dropped downwards in rough steps along the wind- 
whipped trees and bushes. 

He had been thinking so entirely of her that his 
heart gave a jiunp of expectation. His eyes settled 
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intently on the opening below, where the path came 
out to the sun again. 

It was she, Ren6e herself, and she came quietly 
along, swinging her hat in her hand — coming perhaps 
with word of some requirement for the house. 

She struck off from the direct road to the harbour 
and came across the fields towards the path by the 
sea-wall. 

Bastian*s eyes followed her eagerly. If she had 
seen him she showed no sign of it. She was looking 
across the blue water towards Penzance — Pensons I 

She came along lightly, purposefully. 

As she drew near she looked at him and smiled. 
Ah, God ! — he thought — for a smile such as that a 
man might die, and die happily. 

As she came to him he struggled up from his chair 
and held out his two hands, and all nis heart was in 
his face. 

No veils now, no reserves, no pretence of any kind 
whatever. 

Love is a bold giver when it is sure of itself and its 
reception. 

She simply put her two hands into his and said — 

*' Father said I was to come to you." 



THE END 
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